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PREFACE, 



Lest some explanation of the calling into existence of another 
school-book on English literature seem necessary, I would have 
it known how this little book came to be written. During 
some years' experience as private teacher, I frequently inquired 
of others engaged in teaching whether there was any such work 
as I have tried to make this — a simple account of the lives of 
our greatest English writers and of their chief work& But I 
sought in vain. Most of the school text-books I found either 
too long or too dull to be used by young scholars, or so con- 
densed as to baffle much older readers. All one could do, 
therefore, was to use some book of selections as a basis for 
simple literature lessons, telling in story fashion something of 
the lives of the authors whose works contributed to the read- 
ing lessons ; for surely it is but natural that young people who 
can enjoy such selections should care to know the friends who 
wrote them. There are few of our really great writers who 
have not written something that young people can understand 
0> and love — from Shakespeare and Milton down to the "babies* 
Q> laureate," Hartley Coleridge, or that king of song and story, 
^j^ Lewis Carroll So, after waiting long in vain for some other 
Cvj better fitted for it to undertake the task, I have tried, though 
>- with some diffidence^ to supply the want felt by myself and 
^ others. 



iv PBEFACE. 

Young people can scarcely begin too early to learn the beauties 
of our English poets and prose writers — to enter the society 
so numerous and so gentle " of kings and statesmen lingering 
patiently, not to grant audience but to gain it, in those plainly 
furnished and narrow ante-rooms, our bookcase shelves." 

If I have given any young folks a desire to wander further 
into the glorious world of which this book is but a glimpse, 
to use for themselves the golden key admitting to that world 
which all possess — the power to read — I shall be amply satis- 
fied. If, in addition to helping my young friends, I may have 
met the want felt by many another teacher, as by myself, of 
an easy introduction to the study of English literature, the 
purpose of this little book will be accomplished. 

A. L. s. 
SiDQWioK Hall, Nswnham Collsob, Cambridge, 
October 1888, 



NOTE. 

The Extracts from the following authors have been inserted in this book 
with the permission of the authors or of the publishers,— W. M. Thackeray 
and Mrs. Browning (Messrs. Smith, Elder, and Co.), Matthew Arnold 
(Messrs. Macmillan and Co.), Mr. R. L. Stevenson (Messrs. Chatto and 
Windus), Mr. W. Allingham, and Mr. George Macdonald. 
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SIMPLE HISTORY OF 

ENGLISH LITEEATUEE. 



CHAPTER I. 
WHAT WE MEAN BY ENGLISH LITEBATUEE. 

1. Many of those who read this book have probably learned 
Bome Latin, and have come upon the word lUera, " a letter of 
the alphabet," and its plural literce, which, besides standing for 
"letters," has the singular meaning, "a letter," an epistle. 
You can easily see the connection between both these meanings 
and our English word literature. When we speak of " English 
literature," we mean the thoughts of English-speaking people 
put into words by the aid of letters ; or perhaps the word may 
have arisen because so much of the earliest literature was written 
in the form of letters — for example, most of the New Testament 
scriptures are epistles or letters, and they may be considered some 
of the first and purest specimens of that kind of writing. 

2. We may use the words "English literature" in one or other 
of two meanings. We may mean by English literature every- 
thing that was ever written in manuscript or printed in type in 
the English language ; even private letters to our friends, and 
daily newspapers, might be included in this meaning. But the 
other and higher meaning is the one more usually denoted by 
the words — not all that has ever been written in the English 
language, but only that part of it which will never grow old, 
which will always live, always be read and read again by gen- 
eration after generation of English-speaking people over the 
world as long as any exist. The story oi omt eoMxvfer^*^ oAi\A — 
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that story which is being made year by year, abroad on the 
battle-field, at home in Parliament, and in our national life — 
we may read in English history; the history of the nation's 
thougJUa and feelings, which find expression in song and story, 
is told in our English literature. 

3. A great nation like England has not only a grand history 
— and we must all remember that each of us by his or her in- 
dividual life and work is helping to make that history — but also 
a grand and noble literature, numbering many books and names 
that will never be forgotten. And it is from such books that we 
get noble thoughts and good counsel to make us worthy citizens. 
Hundreds of years have come and gone since Chaucer wrote his 
Ccmterhv/ry Tales, since Wiclif translated the Bible into English, 
since Spenser wrote his Faerie Queene and Shakespeare his 
beautiful plays; yet those books are still remembered, still read. 
They never decay nor grow old, but, like the rocky shores of 
England, or the rugged mountains of Scotland, they still endure, 
showing no trace of the ravages of time. 

4. If you are an English boy or girl, and live in London, you 
have only to go to the British Museum Library, and there you 
may see room after room, with shelves all round up to the lofty 
ceilings, crowded with thousands of volumes, to which every year 
new books are added. Scottish boys and girls may see the same 
at the Advocates' Library in the Parliament House in Edinburgh ; 
and some other towns in Great Britain, and many in America, 
have also great libraries, where all the books and newspapers ever 
published are stored for the benefit of the British people and 
their American cousins. If you are a wise boy or girl, you will 
resolve to know more than the mere outside of these books ; 
but you will also see that it would be impossible, even in the 
longest lifetime, to learn the contents of anything like the whole 
or even the greater part of them. You will rather set about 
finding out which are most worthy to be read — most likely to help 
their reader to a good and useful life — which, in fact, of all 
those books are the best and noblest of our English literature. 

5. To do this, you will need to know a little about their 
writers, and how the books came to be written; and as you 
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grow older, you will be more and more able to choose out the 
books most likely to do you good, and to give you pleasure in 
your leisure hours. In the following chapters you will find some 
help, but you must always try to learn more about the books 
of which you read from some one who has studied them, and 
can tell you about them, until you are able to read them for 
yourselves ; and so bit by bit you will be making acquaintance 
with English literature. 



CHAPTER IL 
CELTIC LITEBATURR 



1. Although every British boy and girl may learn to write, 
and although every one may learn to put down on paper what he 
thinks and feels, so that others may read it, it is not every one, 
but only a very few in each age, who can write a really good 
book — a book that will always live and be read. Nay, in some 
ages of our country's history there has not beeoi a single very 
great book written ; there has not lived a single man or woman 
wise enough to write one of the truly great works of English 
literatura It seems, indeed, as if a very wise and clever 
writer were God's special messenger — like the prophets of old 
whom God sent from time to time to his chosen people Israel 
to teach them how to live rightly and wisely. God gives the 
message; the great writer only delivers it. Such a message 
is a very special gift Just as in Hebrew times there were 
some bom to be warriors, others to be priests, others chroniclers, 
and only a few to be prophets or sweet singers, like King David, 
so it is in every age and in every country. 

2. The earliest literature of our land is not English but Celtic. 
You all know that long, long ago, while Britain was a great 
forest, with swamps or morasses here and there, and wild beasts 
prowling beneath the forest trees, the only inhabitants were savage 
tribes who painted their bodies (hence some of them were called 
Picts, or painted men), and lived by hunting «xA^^vci%« ^xiX. 
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by-ftnd-by a people called Celts came over, perhaps from France, 
and took possession of the country. These Celts were divided 
into two great families — the Gaels, whose descendants still 
dwell in Ireland and in the Highlands of Scotland, and speak 
Erse and Gaelic ; and the Oymri, the ancestors of the Welsh. 
Each of these two families was divided into clans ; and often 
those clans would fight with each other, or with another race 
from Germany called Teutons, who crossed the sea and tried 
to drive the Celts out of Britain. 

3. Now there was no printing in those days ; and if there 
was any writing, it was only of a very rough kind, on the bark 
of trees or on stones — ^those large Druid stones which are still 
to be seen in some parts of the island. How, then, did those 
people keep account of their history? All the history, all the 
literature of those Celts, was a kind of rough poetry which was 
handed down from father to son, not in writing, but by memory. 
Those who made and sang these songs were called Bards. They 
were the singers as well as the poets of the nation, first putting 
into words the thoughts and feelings of the people, then sing- 
ing the songs to the music of their harps, and sometimes teach- 
ing them to the peopla 

4. Besides their quick temper, their great love of the beauti- 
ful, and their wild fancies, which the Irish, the Welsh, and the 
Highland people have inherited from their Celtic forefathers, 
the Celts had a great admiration for brave deeds; and most 
of the Celtic poetry that has come down to us consists of 
stories of battles and warlike deeds. One of the longest pieces 
tells of the great Gaelic Battle of Gabhra, which was fought 
about the year 284. Part of it is a beautiful lament, in which 
a bard Fergus tells his father, the great chief Fingal, of the 
death of FingaFs grandson Oscar, son of Ossian. 

5. Another long Celtic poem, of ninety-seven stanzas, called 
the Gododin, is full of laments for the Cymric chiefs who fell 
in the great struggle with the Teutons, who came over and 
conquered Britain, and from whom we English and Lowland 
Scots are descended. It was a terrible battle, that battle of 
Cattraethe, fought in Yorkshire thirteen hundred years ago. All 
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the tribes joined, and the battle lasted for a week. The Celts 
fought very bravely, but they were defeated, and three hundred 
and sixty of their chiefs were left dead on the battlefield. The 
most famous Celtic warrior chiefs were two — Urien, lord of the 
north, and Arthur, the leader in the south. 

6. Around each of these two chiefs was gathered a band of 
bards, many of whom were also warriors ; and it is from frag- 
ments of their poems that we learn of those terrible times, of 
their failing hopes, and finally of the slaughter and downfall of 
their race, until at last their spirit was broken and they could 
sing no more. One of Arthur's bards. Merlin, still lived on 
for some time, a mad old man driven distracted by the horrible 
sights he had seen, singing sad, mournful songs, until one day 
he was found lying dead by a river's side. 

7. When the struggle ended, the country was no longer that 
of the Celts but that of their conquerors, the Teutons, a people 
from the north of Germany. The principal tribe of these 
Teutons was the Englisc or Angles, so we find them calling the 
country Angle-land or England, and themselves English. 



CHAPTER III. 
EARLY ENGLISH LITERATURE. 

1. As the Gaelic and the Cymric Celts had been driven to 
the mountainous parts of Britain — Wales, the Highlands of 
Scotland, Ireland, and a few to Cornwall and the Isle of Man 
— while the Angles or Englisc took possession of the rest of 
Britain, we have no longer a Celtic literature, but what we 
may call First or Early English, written in a language so 
different from the English we now use, that it is almost as 
difficult to read as a foreign tongue. The Celts have left us 
their love of the beautiful; but perhaps it was the Teutons 
that brought into our literature and our national character the 
strong love and struggle for whatever is good, and right, and 
God-like, that is the pride and strength of owe ewvrc&r^ w«A V«^ 
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literature. At least we see this love of right more distinctly 
in Early English than in Celtic literature. 

2. The earliest English literature we have is a Scandinavian 
story or saga, as it is called — the Story of BeoimUf, It tells how 
Beowulf, a young Norwegian viking, tall and strong as a young 
oak, goes to Denmark and frees the king from the attacks of a 
monster which dwells at the bottom of a lonely lake, and which 
every night has stalked into the king's banqueting-hall, and, 
seizing thirty of the sleeping knights, has carried them off and 
devoured them. In the second part of the story we are told 
how Beowulf killed a fiery dragon which had long wasted his 
land, and guarded a great treasure in its cave. But in the 
struggle Beowulf was fatally wounded by the dragon's poisoned 
fangs, and, dying, left the treasure to his people, who sang a 
song of mourning for their beloved chief, a king among men, 
and the mildest and kindest of rulers. The scenery of Beo- 
wulf s adventures is very like that around Whitby in Yorkshire. 
Perhaps it is an old Scandinavian story brought over by the 
English and put into Early English verse. 

3. Parts of the poem, Beotrndf, seem to show that the English 
were already Christians. A few of the Celts had been Christians, 
and had instructed some of the new settlers in their belief. At 
a later time, St. Augustine came from Home and taught the 
English in the south. Religious houses or mission-stations were 
established throughout the country, where good men and women 
lived arid told the people around them about God and his com- 
mands, and tried to make them followers of Christ Such houses 
became the centres of light and also of English literature ; for 
those who dwelt there had learned to love reading and study, 
and had more time for it than the poor ignorant people, who had 
to work in the fields often all day long. And yet, strangely 
enough, it was one of those same field-workers, a poor untaught 
farmer or ploughman, who wrote one of the first and noblest 
songs in our Early English literature. He had been converted 
by the good nuns of Whitby, at the head of whom was Mother 
Hilda, a noble woman, whom all in her house loved. 

4. One night this ploughman, whose name was Caedmon, was 
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at a feast, and as usual after supper the harp was passed round 
among the guests, and each sang in turn some song in praise of 
their heathen gods — ^Thor, the god of thunder, and Odin, the 
father of the gods ; Freya, the goddess of youth and love, and 
Baldur, the young god of spring. At last it came to Caedmon's 
turn. He had heard of a God greater than these, and could no 
longer sing of heathen gods ; but he had not yet learned a song 
of his Creator, so, sad and in silence, he left the hall, and, going 
to the stable, spent the night there, guarding the horses of the 
guests from the wolves and bears that still prowled in English 
forests. While thinking of this great God of whom the good 
nuns had told him, and wishing he could sing a song worthy of 
the Almighty Maker, Caedmon fell asleep. 

5. In his dreams there came to him a messenger who bade . 
him sing. " What shall I sing?" asked Caedmon. " Sing of how 
God made all things," was the reply. While he still dreamed, ) 
the verses came to him; and when he awoke, remembering 
the dream-song, he wrote it down, adding more about God the 
Creator of all things and his love and power. Then going 
to the priory, he told Mother Hilda of his dream, and showed 
her the verses he had made. The good people of the house saw 
that God had given this poor farmer the gift of song ; and, to try 
him, they told him some more Bible stories, and asked him to put 
them into verse. Next day he returned with his task completed. 

6. From that time Caedmon lived in Mother Hilda's house, 
and made poetry and songs to win the people of his country to 
the love and service of God, putting into verse Old Testament 
stories, which we all hear as little children, of the Creation, of 
the sacrifice of Isaac, of Moses and the Israelites. Such beautiful 
lines as these he wrote of the three who passed through the 

fiery furnace, wherein 

"They unhurt 
Walked as in shining of the summer sun, 
When day breaks and the winds disperse the dew." 

So he lived, until at last the God of whom he loved to sing sent 
for our poet, and happily and peacefully he passed away, as he 
himself said, " in charity with all the servants of God," 
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7. While Caedmon was living at Whitby, a little boy was 
growing up in another religious house, at Wearmouth, near Dur- 
ham. He was only seven years old when he was placed there 
under the care of the good monks, and there he live i for three 
years. When he was ten, he was taken to Jarrow-on-Tyne, 
where he spent the rest of his life — fifty-two years. He was a 
bright little fellow, never grumbling at his lessons, though in 
those days there were no easy school-books with pictures and 
everything to help one, and no teachers who had learned to teach 
as well as to learn. Besides doing his lessons, little Bede — for 
that was his name — would have to help with the work in the 
house, in the garden, and in the fields. 

8. At nineteen years of age Bede became a deacon, and at 
thirty a priest. For a time he led the singing every day in the 
church, and soon began the great work of his life — the teaching 
of the children and students in the monastery schools. Re- 
membering how, as a little lad, he had had to labour his way 
to knowledge through great heavy volumes, the good master set 
himself to do this work once and for all for his pupils. Tak- 
ing first the information they wanted from those big books, he 
put it into small text-books which they could easily understand. 
One of these books was the first and, for long, the only English 
school-book that taught people about the world in which we 
live — about nature and her great laws. But Bede's greatest 
work was his Ecclesiastical History of the English People. 

9. In this Ecclesiastical (or Church) History^ Bede told in the 
clearest and simplest way the story of his country from the 
landing of the English up to his own times. He was most 
anxious to write only what was true — what he had heard from 
friends in different parts of the country, or what he had seen 
himself. He tells us a great deal about Augustine and the 
first missionaries in England, and how the different kingdoms 
of England became Christian. The History ends with a list of 
the forty-five useful books which Bede had written, and a 
prayer that the writer may at some time or another appear 
before Christ, the fountain of all wisdom. 

10. Besides his books, Bede left behind him the memory of 

(868) 
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a pure, beautiful, faithful life, and his influence was still felt 
by his pupils and friends throughout the land. He had gath- 
ered around him in Jarrow as many as six hundred students, 
who loved " the venerable Bede," as he has been called, more as 
a father than as a teacher. One of these pupils, Cuthbert, wrote 
a letter to a schoolfellow telling of the peaceful death of " our 
father and master," whom Grod loved, and how up to the very 
end he faithfully did his work. He was dictating to one of his 
pupils a translation of the Gospel of St. John, and was eager to 
finish it while he still had breath to do so. On the morning of 
his death, one chapter still remained undone. He bade the boy 
take his pen and write quickly. At last the boy said, " Dear 
master, there is yet one sentence not written." "Write quickly," 
was the answer. Soon afterwards the boy said, " The sentence 
is now written: it is ended." He replied, " It is well; you have 
said the truth. It is ended." And then on the pavement of his 
little cell, praising God, he breathed his last, and so departed 
to the heavenly kingdom. 

11. Bede died in 735, and in the same year Alcuin, another 
famous scholar, as eager as Bede to do God's work, was bom. 
But as he spent most of his time abroad with the Frankish 
king Charles the Great (or Charlemagne), we do not hear so 
much of him. There were many other good and wise men in 
England, and some of their sacred songs are preserved in what is 
called the "Exeter Book," which belongs to the library of Exeter 
Cathedral One of these poets, Aldhelm of Malmesbury, used 
to go out with his harp as a gleeman, and, standing on the 
bridge, sing sacred songs so beautifully, that people who had 
slipped out of church to escape the sermon gathered ro\md to 
listen to him. 

12. Nor must we forget the good king Alfred the Great, 
who tried in every way to educate his people, and wrote and 
translated many books for them. All the books of the time 
were either religious books, or sacred poetry, or histories and 
school-books; and all had the one purpose — to lead the people to 
a higher life and to a greater trust in God. Most of the writers 
were men who lived in the religious houses, awe*-^ ^orcc^ "Osv^ 

($68) ^ 
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temptations and stir of everyday English life. They wrote some- 
times in First English, and sometimes, though more rarely, in 
Latin. But an event was near which was to change the 
national life and the national language, — something which 
would knit the writers more closely with the daily life of the 
people around them, and bring forth two new kinds of writings 
— ch/ronicles or stories of the national life, and romances or stories 
of individual lifa That event was the Norman Conquest 



CHAPTER lY. 
CHRONICLES AND ROMANCES. 

1. Although the Normans were, like the English, a Teutonic 
people, they had given up their own language after they settled 
in France, and spoke a kind of French — Norman-French, we 
call it. When William the Conqueror came over to England, 
he brought a number of Norman noblemen, who, of course, 
spoke their own language; so French became for a time the 
language of the Court, the Parliament, the law courts, and the 
upper classes. But the great body of the English people still 
spoke their own language, and after a few years the Normans 
took to speaking English, though they kept a great many 
of their French words, which we still have in our English 
languaga 

2. Before the two languages became one, however, books 
had to be written which both Normans and English could 
understand; so it came that our histories or chronicles of 
England were written in Latin, which all educated people could 
read. These chronicles were records of history, generally kept 
by the monks of the monasteries. As each monk died, another 
would take up the work, writing down each event as it happened. 
One of these chroniclers was William op Malmesbury, who 
was born in 1095, nearly thirty years after the Battle of Hast- 
ings. He had charge of the library at Malmesbury, and seems 
to have studied hard and to have read and written a great deal 
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3. He wrote in Latin a History of England, from the land- 
ing of the English under Hengist and Horsa on through the 
Norman Conquest to the time of Henry the First, and afterwards 
a continuation, relating events as they happened in his own 
time — ^the record of the civil war between Stephen and Maud, 
much of which he heard from his friend Robert of Gloucester, 
half-brother of Queen Maud, and other persons who visited 
Malmesbury. The History ends with the story of how Maud 
escaped from Oxford in the Christmas snows, she and her com- 
panions being dressed in white. William of Malmesbury also 
wrote some lives of the saints, and a History of English Bishops 
and Abbots, 

4. While William was writing his chronicles at Malmesbury, 
another monk, a Welshman, named Geoffrey op Monmouth, 
was living in the monastery of Monmouth. Like all Welsh- 
men, Geoffrey was very patriotic ; and he did not see why all 
the chronicles should begin with the coming over of the English, 
when his own people, the Celts, had had a long history before 
that time. So he set himself to gather together all the legends 
and stories of the old Celts and their chiefs ; and to make his 
work complete, wherever he came to a gap in the history, he 
invented names of British kings, and put down the length of 
their reigns, tracing those Celtic kings as far back as to a Koman 
named Brut or Brutus,^ great-grandson of uiEneas, Prince of 
Troy, of whom the Latin poet Virgil ^ has written in the "-^neid." 

5. When Geoffrey came to tell of the struggle of the Celts 
with the Teutons, he did a very clever thing to prevent inquisi- 
tive readers from prying too closely into his facts and doubting 
the truth of his history. Instead of choosing as his hero Urien, 
prince of the north of Britain, about whom much was known, 
he told all his stories about Arthur, chief of the south, about 
whom very little had been related, and no one could tell whether 
the stories were true or not. Veiy likely Geoffrey never 



1 Brutus. Geoffrey tells us that he 
Uuided in Britain, and became the first 
king; and that the country was called, 
after him, Bratania or Britannia. 



2 Virgil, bom 70 b.c. ; died 19 b.c. Be- 
sides the "iEneid,'* he wrote "Georgics" 
and " Eclogues." 
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meant his readers to believe all his stories of King Arthur. 
But every one likes to read them, and many later English 
writers have borrowed stories from Geoffrey of Monmouth's 
Cli/ronide, Shakespeare borrowed the stories of King Lear and 
Cymbeline, and Milton his story of Sabrina ;^ while our own 
poet-laureate, Tennyson, has told again some of those beautiful 
stories of King Arthur, whom Geoffrey makes a good man, a 
brave warrior, and a perfect knight, with great strength, and 
with courage enough to overcome every foe. 

6. You can easily imagine how such stories of brave knights 
would delight the Norman barons and their ladies. But many 
of the ladies found the Latin troublesome to read, so six years 
after the Chronicle had appeared, a writer named Wace^ brought 
out a version of it in French verse, which the Normans both in 
France and England eagerly read. Pilgrimages were made to 
Glastonbury to see the Supposed tomb of Arthur; and many 
boys, besides the Prince Arthur of John^s reign, were named 
after the hero of Geoflfrey's Ghronide, 

7. In the reign of Henry the Second there lived a wise man 
and clever writer named Walter Map, who had been educated 
as a clergyman. He began to think that Geoffrey's stories of the 
warlike deeds of King Arthur and his knights were not alto- 
gether good for the people of his time, and that men had fallen 
into the mistake of thinking that strength of body and victory 
in battle were the highest glories of lifa Map admired Arthur 
and his knights, but he knew that something higher than mere 
physical strength and skill in warfare was needed to make a per- 
fect knight or a perfect man ; that the greatest glory of man- 
hood is righteousness — an unblemished purity of heart and life. 

8. So Map wrote another version of the Arthur legends, 
beginning with the story of the Holy Graal, the dish in which 
the lamb had been served at Christ's last passover with his dis- 
ciples, and which after his death had been used in washing his 



1 Sabrina, goddess of the river Seyem ; 
grand-danghter of Bmtns. Reference to 
the story occurs in Oomus. 

2 Wace, Robert, bom probably at Jersey 



about 1112. Besides the version of " Bmtos 
of England/' he wrote the " Bomance of 
Rollo." 
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wounds. The Graal or cup was thus the most holy and precious 
thing on earth. According to the legend, it had been brought 
to Britain by Joseph of Arimathea ; but in Arthur's days it had 
been lost sight of, and St Joseph of Arimathea had appeared 
in a vision to a hermit, and had told him that only to the pure 
in heart would it be visible, and that the sight would bring 
blessing and healing to the soul. So Map makes his knights 
set out in search of the Holy Graal, and vie with each other in 
purity of life, as well as in strength and courage. 

9. A poor parish priest, who lived in the reign of King John, 
thought it a pity that the people of England should not be able 
to read those beautiful legends in their own language; so he set 
out in search of the books containing them, and after long time 
and much trouble he returned home and set about putting the 
stories into English verse. This priest's name was Layamon, 
and his poem was called The Brut We must remember it be- 
cause it was one of the first books written in English after the 
Norman conquest One of the earliest books printed by Caxton^ 
was also a volume of Arthur legends, collected by Sir Thomas 
Malort in the reign of Edward the Fourth, and called the 
Morte d^Arthwy which your French will tell you means the 
"Death of Arthur." 

10. From this book our own poet-laureate, Tennyson, has 
taken many of the beautiful legends told in his Idylls of the 
King: of the coming of Arthur to his troubled kingdom, and 
how he won his sword Excalibur, with which he fought his 
famous battles ; of his beautiful Queen Guinevere, and the brave 
knights of the Round Table — Sir Bors, Sir Percival, Sir Lance- 
lot, Sir Gawaine, and, above all, Lancelot's son, Sir Galahad, 
who alone could sit on the Siege Perilous, or seat of danger, 
and draw the magic sword from the stone, and who alone of all 
the knights lived to see the Holy Graal ; and all this because . 
he was " the best knight of all the world " — great not only in 
strength of body, but also in purity of soul. 

11. Sir Thomas Malory also relates the death of Sir Galahad, 

1 OaztOB, William. He introduced the I printing -ptQU «,\. ^«i\.mVcA\Ax Vdl ^£Cl. 
art of inintiUig into England, and set up a l Bom aY>ou\\4\^\ d\.eQi\^V 
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and the trials and sorrows of King Arthur after his knights 
were gone and his foes kept pouring in on his country. At last 
the brave king was mortally wounded in battle, and was carried 
by a faithful knight to the lake-side. He was placed in a boat 
with three queens in it, and passed away into the shadows in 
the direction of the island of Avalon, where Glastonbury now 
stands. 

12. English people seem never to have tired of hearing and 
reading those beautiful Arthur stories ; and for long they used 
to say that Arthur was not really dead, but was still alive and 
ready to fight for England whenever his country needed him. 
Perhaps they meant by this that in every age England, like 
Scotland, has had men as brave and as noble as King Arthur, 
ready to go forth and fight for their country. 



CHAPTER V. 



"DAN CHAUOER, WELL OF ENGLISH TJNDEFILED." 

—Spenser, 

1. We have seen that up to this time the writers of English 
literature were generally monks, or men who lived in religious 
houses and did not mix much with the people of England ; and 
we have also seen that they wrote most about kings and 
princes, lords and ladies — not about farmers, and merchants, 
and peasants. 

2. But in the reign of Edward the Third, when the Saxons and 
the Normans had forgotten their old differences and had begun 
to feel themselves one people, a little boy was born in London 
who was to be the poet of the English people. This little boy 
was Geoffrey Chaucer, the son of a London wine merchant. 
He was bom about 1340, near the Church of St. Aldermary, in 
Bow Lane, Cheapside, now one of the busiest parts of London 
city. But in those days London was not the large crowded 

that it now is, and very likely there were green fields 
pleasant walks not far from his home where Chaucer 
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and his boy-companions could spend the long summer days — 
for boys of those days were as fond of fun as the boys of 
to-day — and no doubt little Chaucer was as merry as any of the 
baiid. 

3. We know, indeed, from his books that though he was 
always fond of reading, he was even more fond of being out in 
the fields on a bright spring morning, listening to the lark's 
song and enjoying the fragrance of the flowers. We know, 
too, that he must have always been a bright, happy boy, grate- 
fully enjoying all the good that fell in his way, and not stop- 
ping to worry or grumble over trifles. It was just the same 
when he grew up and troubles came. His trust in God never 
failed him. He did his duty bravely and cheerfully, leaving 
the rest in God's hands. 

4. We do not know when Chaucer went to school, but he 
seems to have read a good many romances and chronicles \ ^xsA. 
while yet young, he began to transl^t*© oxve> ivwxv >2!svfe "^«sx^ 
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called the Romawat of the Rose, But this he gave up, because 
he found he had thoughts of his own to put into English verse. 
So he set about gathering old stories or legends, and telling 
them in his own pleasant, simple way. There is a great deal in 
them about what the poet most loved : good women, flowers — 
especially the daisy, which was his emblem of purity — the merry 
spring-time, the singing of the little birds, all the gladness and 
sweetness of the summer, and the joy which God surely meant 
us to take in it 

5. But the time had come for Chaucer to leave home and go 
out into the world — the gay world of the English court. He 
became attendant on the two sons of Edward the Third, the 
princes Lionel and John of Gaunt. Chaucer's next poem tells 
about the marriage of Prince John with Lady Blanche, the 
daughter of the Duke of Lancaster. It was called the Assembly 
of FovHes (or birds). The poet makes Dame Nature summon 
all the birds on St Valentine's day to choose their mates. The 
eagles, being royal birds, choose first, and one fine young eagle 
(Prince John) chooses a beautiful lady eagle (Lady Blanche) 
which Dame Nature carries on her hand. But two other eagles 
choose the same bird, and so, after some disputing, the choice 
is left to the lady eagla Dame Nature advises her to choose 
the first speaker, and speaks in high praise of his truth and 
worth ; but the lady eagle (Lady Blanche) declares she cannot 
yet choose — she will wait another year. 

6. The next year Prince John and Lady Blanche were 
married. In the same year Chaucer went to France with 
Edward the Third's army, and was taken prisoner ; but peace 
was soon made, and he was set free. For seven years more he 
served at the English court, and there met his future wife, 

. Philippa, a young lady-attendant on Queen Philippa. After 
their marriage, both lived in the household of John of Gaunt, 
and when the Duchess Blanche died, Chaucer, who had written 
of her marriage, wrote very beautifully of her death and her 
husband's grief. 

7. Soon after that, Chaucer was sent on a mission to Italy, 
and we can imagine his delight at going to a country which 
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was then the very home of poetry, the land where Dante ^ had 
just died, and where Petrarch ^ and Boccaccio^ were still liv- 
ing. Those were three of the greatest poets in the world's 
history. Dante had written a beautiful religious poem, and 
the people of Italy felt his influence though he was dead. 
Petrarch was still living. He had written some beautiful poems 
called sonnets, addressed to a lady named Laura. Chaucer, 
it is said, went to see Petrarch, and the Italian poet told the 
English one of a story which he was then writing. This story 
Chaucer afterwards put into English verse, and we can read it 
in his Canterbury Tales, It is the story of the patient Griselda. 

8. But it was to the third poet, Boccaccio, who lived at Venice, 
that Chaucer owed most ; for, whether they ever met or not^ it 
was from this Italian poet that Chaucer got the idea of his 
greatest poem — that of gathering together a number of tales and 
putting them into the mouths of a party of people. Boccaccio's 
stories were told in prose by ladies and gentlemen in the garden 
of a country house to which they had fled from Florence during 
the time of the plague. His book was called the "Decamerone." 
Chaucer's stories were told by English people of all ranks on a 
pilgrimage to Canterbury. They are nearly all in verse, and 
the book is called The Canterbury Tales, 

9. But it was some time before these tales were written. 
Other poems were written before them, after his return from 
Italy, and in all we can see how much Chaucer had improved 
in expression from his acquaintance with Italian poetry. One 
of these poems, called the Hcmse of Fame^ is very much like 
what Dante had written. It is a dream in which the poet sees 
the House of Fame standing on a rock of ice. In the house and 
the rock many names have been cut, but most have melted or are 
quickly melting, though some of the first writing still remains 
clear as ever. The dreamer — Chaucer — does not join the crowd 
which seeks admission to the house, but is content to do his 



1 Dante. His fuU name was Durante 
AUghieri. His great poem is called the 
"Divine Comedy." Poim 1265; died 



2 Petrarch, or Petrarca, Francesea 
Bom 1304; died 1374. 

3 Boccaccio, Giovanni. Bon* 1318; 4i94 
}876r 



26 



GHAXJCEB. 



work as well as possible, leaving fame to take care of itself 
Another poem, called the Legend of Good Women, tells of 

" Goode women, maidenes and wives, 
That waren true in loving all their lives." 

10. But evil days were in store for our poet. Until now he 
had been able to give all his mind to poetry; for though he held 
two offices under Government, he was allowed to hire others to 
do the work, and was always sure of protection while his friend 
John of Ga\mt had power. But because King Kichard waa 
ruling so badly, an inquiry was made into the Government 
affairs, and Chaucer's appointments were taken from him. He 
then became very poor; and, to add to his distress, his wife 
Philippa died, leaving him to work for his own and his son's 
living. But though the next ten years were full of hard work 
in poverty, we hear no complaint from our patient poet, who set 
himself cheerfully to write his last and greatest work. The 
Canterbury Tales. 

11. Just before his death good fortune returned, for in 1399 
the son of his old friend John of Gaunt became king, as Henry 
the Fourth, and the son did not forget his dead father's poet- 
friend. So the poet was able to end his days in comfort, in a 
house in the garden of St Mary's Chapel, Westminster. The 
Ca/rUerbury Tales were still unfinished when he died in 1400, 
and was buried in Westminster Abbey, an old man of over 
sixty, and one of the greatest of our English poets. 

12. His chief poem, and the one most often read, is The 
Canterbury Tales — rather a collection of poems, with one or two 
prose stories. In the Prologue or introduction, we are told how 
one bright April evening the poet sat within an old inn at South- 
wark, near the road leading from London to Canterbury. There 
many pilgrims used to gather before setting out on a pilgrimage 
to Canterbury to the tomb of Thomas Becket,^ who, you re- 
member, had been murdered there. 



1 Thomas Beoket, Archbishop of Can- 
tertrary. He had quarrelled with Henry 
II. Al^put the rights of the clergy. Hearing 



the king utter some passionate word* 
against him, four knights went to Canter 
bury and kiUed him (1170X 
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13. The poet tells us of Harry Bailly, the jolly good-natured 
host of the " Tabard," as the old inn was called from the sign 
of the " tabard" or coat which may have hung at the entrance to 
the court-yard. He tells us, too, of the twenty-nine other pil- 
grims who assembled there and sat down at the long supper-table 
in the pilgrims' room, and how the host votes them the best 
company of pilgrims he has had that year, and proposes that 
on the way to Canterbury each should tell two stories, and two 
more on the way back, the prize for the best being a supper at 
the " Tabard" on the way home at the expense of the other pil- 
grims. All agree to this, and the host offers to ride with them 
and be the judge of the stories. 

14. We see the pilgrims best next morning as they ride out 
from the court-yard of the quaint old inn, itself a picturesque 
place, with its carved wooden balcony, and with its latticed 
windows reflecting the morning sunbeams. Every class of the 
English people is represented. First comes the knight, fresh 
from the wars, his fustian coat still stained from the iron mail 
he had worn in battle — courteous, brave, and strong. Of him 
the poet says, — 

" He was a very perfect, gentle knight.** 

Beside him rides his son, a squire of twenty, tall and straight 
and handsome, with his long curls and finely-embroidered coat, 
his flute and his gay songs, as blithe and gay as this merry May 
morning. He, too, has seen service in battle, and can fight in 
sober earnest, as well as sing, write verses, dance, joust, and 
draw. A little way behind them, dressed in green, with a big 
cross-bow and a horn by his side, rides a stout yeoman, the 
attendant of the knight and the squire. 

15. Next comes a little group of two women and three men. 
One of the women is Madam Eglantine, a prioress, tall and 
slender, with gray eyes, a straight nose, a wide forehead, and a 
tiny mouth. See how neat her dress is, every fold and frill in 
its place ! She wears a rosary, and a brooch with a crown and 
the motto in Latin, " Love conquers all." She can talk French 
well — ^not as Parisians speak it, but aa EiCL^c^ \s3^ ^<^ — ^'^ 
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she can sing sweetly. Moreover, she has very pretty manners, 
and is very tender-hearted, and cries if one of her little pet 
dogs, which she feeds and cares for, is likely to die. The other 
woman is one of the prioress's nuns. The men are three 
priests, all shaven and shorn. 

16. Not far behind is another little group of churchmen : a 
monk, fond of horses and hunting and good living ; a friar, who 
is renowned as the best beggar in his house, and who, in spite 
of his poverty, wears a fine woollen dress ; and lastly, a par- 
doner, carrying a wallet full of pardons (like himself all hot 
from Rome), some pigs' bones, which he declares are those of 
saints, and many other relics. 

17. Very different is the next couple. One of them is the 
poor parish priest, a learned man and a faithful preacher, with 
a large parish and an equally large stock of patience and energy. 
Unlike some of his fellow-preachers, he was not content with 
merely preaching, but first practised what he preached. Beside 
him walks his brother, a ploughman, as faithful and true as his 
parson brother, ever ready to help a needy neighbour for the 
sake of Christ his Master. 

18. But there are others riding quickly past. See yonder 
ruddy -faced, white -bearded country gentleman. He is the 
franklin or county sheriff, whose house is so hospitable that 
the poet says " it snowed of meat and drink therein." Yonder 
is a doctor; there a lawyer; here a bronzed sailor; again a 
sturdy miller in his white coat; and that good dame in the broad 
hat and red stockings is the Wife of Bath. There on his high 
horse goes the merchant, with pointed beard and high-peaked 
hat A cook, a haberdasher, a dyer, a weaver, a carpenter, 
follow close behind ; and a lean scholar on a lean horse, whose 
bones show through its sides, brings up the rear. Look well at 
him, for his coat is threadbare, as all his money goes on books : 
he has travelled far and learned much, this Clerk of Oxen- 
ford,^ and the tale he presently tells is as good as any related 



1 Ozenfbnl, Oxford. Chaucer's form of 
tht name implies that it was supposed to 
'*th« ford of th« oxen;** whereas 



Ox is the same as Mak, Uak, Ax, Ex, $31 
meaning water. 
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by the company. It is the story which Chaucer had heard 
from Petrarch while in Italy — ^the story of patient Griselda — 
and is so beautiful that I fain would tell it here were it not so 
long. But you may read it for yourselves one day, as it has 
been written specially for you young folk by Mrs. Haweis in 
easier language than Chaucer's English. 

19. The knight began the stories, the lot having fallen to 
him. Many are very beautiful ; others, such as those told 
by the cook and the tradesmen, are funny, but are too coarse 
for the more refined taste of the present day. None, as I have 
already said, is more charming than that of the Clerk of Oxen- 
ford, in which Chaucer teaches us to bear with patient faith 
the trials and losses God may send, believing always that God 
does not send them on us willingly, for He " tempteth no man." 



CHAPTER VL 
THREE OF "GOD'S ENGLISHMEN." 

1. Though Chaucer gives us pictures of the English people 
of his time, he tells us little about the dark clouds hovering 
over the England in which they lived. Those dark clouds were 
the evil state of the Church, and the misery of the poor. You 
know that at that time England was a Roman Catholic country, 
and that the Pope, as head of the Church, interfered greatly with 
the English Church, demanded large sums of money, and gave 
the best livings in the Church to Italians, who took the money, 
but never came near their work. The country was overrun 
with begging friars and pardoners, and except a few clergy like 
Chaucer's poor parson, they thought more of power and money 
than of helping their people. The religious houses became the 
abodes of idle monks and beggars, and there seemed no help 
for the poor people, who knew that something was wrong, but 
had not the Bible to tell them what the wrong was. 

2. Matters soon became worse, for in 1348 a terrible plague, 
called the Black Death, broke out in England, and carried ^^ 
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nearly a third of the English people. For many years afterwards^ 
farmers could not find labourers to till their fields, or found them 
only at such high wages that it was impossible to hire them. 
Food became very scarce, and famine was added to the other 
distresses. At last a law was made forcing labourers to work for 
the same wages as they had before the plague, — which was very 
hard, as food was now so much dearer ; and, harder still, they 
were forbidden to leave their own parish to seek work. The 
poor starved for a time, but at last, headed by Wat Tyler, they 
rebelled against being taxed while they were perishing of cold 
and hunger, and while rich people had more food and clothing 
than they could use. Was there no one to speak out strongly 
on the side of the poor, and tell their wrongs 1 Yes, there were 
three ; and their names were Gower, Wiclif, and Langland. 

3. The first — John Gower — was a country gentleman of Kent, 
the very heart of the rebel peasants, the home of Wat Tyler. 
Before Wat's rising, he had written a few short poems and had 
translated from the French, like his friend Chaucer ; but after 
Wat Tyler's rebellion he wrote a greater work, a Latin poem — 
The Voice of One Crying, It described a dream, in which the 
poet saw the evil passions of the people transformed into raging 
beasts. He showed that the troubles of the time must have 
some evil at their root, and he proceeded through all classes of 
society seeking the eviL Everywhere he finds unfaithfulness to 
duty. The Church has left off teaching Christ ; the soldier-knight 
no longer fights for God, but for vainglory ; merchants cheat ; 
lawyers are unjust and take bribes ; servants are greedy, and 
work for gain only ; the peasants know not God, but live like 
beasts in misery and discontent. So all through : God's good 
world is made a bad world by neglect of God's laws, and can 
only be mended by each man returning to his duty. 

4. The second prophet (for they were like prophets, those 
brave Englishmen, who called the people to repentance) was 
good John Wiclip (or Wycliffe), a Yorkshireman, bom a 
few years before Chaucer. We lose sight of him until, 
when he was nearly forty, we find him master of one of the 
Oxford colleges. He afterwards became Professor of Divinity 
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JOHN WIOLIF. 



at Oxford. But from 1376 until his death in 1384 he laboured 
as the parish priest of Lutterworth in Leicestershire so faith- 
fully and patiently, that he is sometimes thought to be the 
parish priest described by Chaucer, who probably knew Wiclif. 
Through his whole life, whether lecturing to his students, 
writing for the English nation, or preaching to his people in 
Leicestershire, Wiclif showed himself ever the same — fearless 
and outspoken against the abuses of the Church and the evil 
lives of the clergy. When the Pope demanded tribute from 
the English people, Wiclif spoke up boldly, saying that God 
only, and not the Pope, had power over men's consciences, and 
that the wealth of England belonged to God and the people, 
to be used in the service of God and the English nation. 

5. Of course Wiclif suffered for his boldness, and was sum- 
moned before the Bishop of London ; but he was never tried, 
being protected by Prince John of Gaunt. Soon, however, even 
J ohn of Gaunt could no longer support the bold priest ; and H*\v«Ci 
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the Archbishop of Canterbury summoned Wiclif, he was this time 
condemned and deprived of his professorship. But his work at 
Oxford had not been in vain, for year after year he had taught 
his students the simple earnest truths which he himself believed, 
and sent them out to teach the English people. 

6. Wiclif s great life-work, however, was the translation of 
the Bible into English. In 1384 the Pope summoned him to 
Rome, to answer the charges brought against him. Despite 
his old age and his weak health, Wiclif was as bold as ever, and 
sent back a fearless answer to the Pope. It was his last chal- 
lenge, and his last act of defiance. In the Christmas week that 
year, during a communion service in the church, he was struck 
down with paralysis, and died on New- Year's eve. 

7. We know very little of the life of Wiclif s fellow-worker, 
the poet William Langland. As a boy, he seems to have lived 
near the Malvern Hills; perhaps he was a scholar at the Priory 
school there. We gain sight of him first in London as a singer 
in the churches. 

8. Wherever his life was spent, Langland must have lived 
among the people ; for in his poem, TJie Vision of Piers Flow- 
many he shows how well he understood the poor, their faults, 
their temptations, and their misery. His poem, too, was written 
for the people, in language they all could understand ; and he 
took up again the old fashion of what is called alliteration — 
using several words beginning with the same letter in one line 
or in consecutive lines. 

9. The poem tells of two dreams or visions of the poet which 
came to him while he slept on the Malvern Hills. In the first 
he tells of a "faire field fuU of folk." That field was the world; 
bounded on the east by the Tower of Truth, on the west by the 
deep Dale of Death. The folk, "working and wandering as 
the world asketh " — courtiers, priests, singers, traders, labourers 
— are all alike seeking their own interest, not the fulfilment of 
duty. There are misery, and famine, and revolt in the land, all 
the outcome of indolence, injustice, and greed. 

10. Into this world of wealth and woe steps a lady from the 
Tower of TrutL She tells the poet she is Holy Church, and 
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bids him teach the people truth and true love — that is, to love 
the Lord best of all, to die rather than do any deadly sin, and 
to let love, not self-interest, be the rule of their lives. 

1 1. On the poet's left hand appear a pair who are to be mar- 
ried next day — Falsehood and Meed — the latter a lady in a rich 
gown, with a crown and many rings. She is earthly gain, and 
is to fall into the hands of Falsehood. But Theology or religious 
teaching appears in time to prevent the marriage; a dispute 
arises at the court as to who is to have Meed ; and seeing the king 
side with Conscience and Reason, Falsehood flees to the friars. 

12. In the second dream the poet shows how the evils of 
Church and court and people may be reformed. Eeason and 
Conscience begin to preach to the people ; Repentance goes 
about among them ; the sins of daily life begin to be seen in 
all their ugliness — pride, envy, greed, and slotL Repentance 
prays for the people, and Hope sounds his horn. The people 
cry aloud for Truth ; but no one can find the way to Truth, 
until a ploughman speaks up and says he has followed Truth 
for forty years, and praises him as the best master a poor man 
could hava 

13. All eagerly ask the way ; but when the ploughman 
points out the first step, many stop short, unwilling to go 
through Meekness to their lord Conscience, whom the plough- 
man bids them love, and fear to disobey. Then they are to 
follow the brook to the ford " Honour your fathers ;" and 
passing the stocks " Steal not " and " Swear not," are to climb 
the hill "Bear no false witness ;" to find their way through the 
Forest of Florins without touching one, on to the Castle of 
Truth, with its moat Mercy, its battlements Christendom, its 
roof of Love and Loyalty, its bridge ** Pray well and the better 
speed ; " and the porter Grace and his man Amend-all will open 
the gate to the seekers of Truth. 

14. When they hear of the difficulties of the road, many, like 
the men in the parable, begin to make excuses. Some offer to 
pray for Piers. Of those still willing to undertake the jour- 
ney, only a few accomplish the task which Piers sets them as a 
test — ^the faithful ploughing and sowing of half an acr^ V3 \k^^ 

Ce68) ^ 
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wayside. There are people who are better at praying than at 
doing their daily work well. Some knights and soldiers who 
cannot plough are useful in fighting for Piers, defending liim 
and his workera Hunger comes and punishes the idlers. By 
this the poet means to show how the people had helped to bring 
on their own misery. But the faithful workers are rewarded 
by a pardon from Truth, promising them eternal life. 

15. In the last part of the poem we have the search for 
Do-wel, Do-bet, and Do-best, who are at last all three found 
united in Piers Plowman, who here represents Christ himself: 
Christ as Do-wel, when, by obedience to his earthly parents and 
patient work as a carpenter, he fulfilled his duty to Grod and to 
man ; as Do-bet, in his last years on earth, when he went about 
doing good and healing sin and suffering, his love overflowing 
into unselfish service ; and as Do-best, when by his cruel death 
he sent his Holy Spirit into the world, becoming the light and 
the life of men. Thus, as Gower and Wiclif also had shown, 
each in a different way, obedience to God and the imitation of 
Christ's life and love would alone cure the evils and miseries 
from which the people suffered. All three were surely God's 
Englishmen, sent, as the prophets of old were sent, to preach 
repentance and to point the way to a higher and holier life. 



CHAPTER VII. 
THE SEEDTIME OF SHAKESPEARE'S AGE. 

1. For some time after the death of Chaucer, Gower, Wiclif, 
and Langland, no very great writer appeared in England, so 
that some people said, as people are sure to say, " English liter- 
ature has seen its best days." There are people who say so 
now. But we nev^er can speak with such certainty, and may 
be as much mistaken in this as the people of those days were. 
Though these four great men were dead, their influence still 
lived in the English people. The search after truth was still 
carried on. One clergyman, indeed, spoke up so bravely for 
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the Lollards, as the followers of Wiclif were called, that his 
book was burned and he himself was shut up in an abbey, with 
no opportunity of writing any more, and no books but a Bible 
and prayer-book. That man was Reoinald Pecock, Bishop of 
Chichester. 

2. And although there were no great poems and no great 
poets, yet Chaucer and Langland had taught people how to find 
out the beautiful and the true in the simple things of daily life ; 
and ballads which all could understand were written, some of 
them perhaps by noble women, and the people learned and sang 
them in their houses over their daily work. Such ballads were 
those about Robin Hood^ The Nut Brown Maid, and Chevy Chase. 
Two poets called John Lydgate and Thomas Occleve wrote 
poetry of the kind Chaucer had taught them to admire. 

3. But the time was one rather of preparation than of great 
work in literature. Several things happened just about that time 
to make England a busier, richer, and nobler country than she 
had ever been. Scholars at Oxford and other places in England 
began to learn and to teach the Greek language, which they 
had first learned in Italy from Greeks who had been driven out 
of Constantinople by the Turks. The Greek literature, with 
its treasures of poetry, plays, histories, and philosophy, was like 
a bright and beautiful new world to the scholars of Europe. 

4. The writings of an old Greek named Plato ^ helped the 
people greatly in their search for truth; for he taught how much 
more important was the life of the soul than that of the body, 
and that we must, therefore, always be striving to make our 
body the servant of the soul, and in every way fit our soul for 
the higher life from which it came, and to which it will one 
day return. In a rich and prosperous country like England, 
we can never sufficiently remember this ; and in the fifteenth 
century the Church, especially in its luxury and self-indulgence, 
needed the lesson of simplicity and unselfishness ; so that we may 
say that the study of Plato helped on the Reformation. 

5. A second event that was opening out the minds of English 

i Plato. He taught philosophy at I the form of '' Dialogues." Born 429 b«cl: 
Athens, and left a number of writings in I died 347 b.g. 
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people was the discovery of America by Columbua^ The stories 
about those countries, and the beautiful treasures brought back 
from them by sailors and ti*avellers, made people at home realize 
that after all there was yet much to see and learn. Now, too, 
there was peace in England, and prosperity began to return after 
the terrible War of the Roses. ^ So people had leisure and money 
to spend on books ; and books were more easily got, for printing 
had been invented, and Caxton's printing-press at Westminster 
had begun to send out copies of the poems of Chaucer, and also 
older English works, such as the Arthur legends : so that now, 
more than ever before, the influence of dead authors was felt 
in England. 

6. But already great living scholars and writers were appear- 
ing again. At Oxford a good man named John Colet was 
doing noble work lecturing on the Greek Testament, which he 
had gone to Italy to learn to read, and spending the fortune 
left him by his father, not on himself, but on a school called St 
Paul's which he had founded. The school, which is now a 
famous one, was dedicated to the child Jesus, whose image 
stood over the doorway. To these children of St. Paul's, Colet 
sent this request : " Lift up your little white hands to God for 
me, who prayeth for you to God." 

7. Among the Greek scholars of this good Colet were two 
who afterwards became famous men — a Dutchman named Eras* 
Mus, and an English lad named Thomas Mobk More was a 
London boy, the son of a judge, and had lived in the house of 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, Cardinal Morton. There he 
would likely wait behind the cardinal's chair, and hear the 
conversation of the learned guests, many of whom agreed with 
the cardinal that the bright, clever boy would one day be a 
great man. So the cardinal sent More to Oxford. 

8. When ho had learned Greek, and had begun, too, to seek 
for truth, he returned to London, studied law, and became a 



1 Ooluxnbiui, Christopher, a Genoese 
Davigstor, who, in 1492, led an expedition 
flitted out hj the Spanish Crown, which 
resulted in the discovery of America. 

2 War Of the Rotei, waged between the 



royal Houses of York and Lancaster (1460- 
1485). The war was so called f)rom the 
badges of the rival armies— the tat/dgt of 
the House of York being a white, that of 
the House of Lancaster s red roee. 
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member of Parliament Though only twenty-one years of age, 
he was brave enough to speak up when he thought the king 
was wrong in asking for money from the people of England for 
his daughter's dower — that daughter who married James the 
Fourth of Scotland. If Henry the Seventh had not died soon 
afterwards, Thomas More might never have prospered. As it 
was, he lost his position as lawyer for a time. But he was too 
clever to lack work, and people were always eager to have 
him plead for them, though he never would take up an unjust 
cause. 

9. For a time he seems to have been both prosperous and 
happy. Erasmus and others who visited him tell us of his 
bright and beautiful home at Chelsea, where every one was 
cheerful and busy : his wife with her household duties ; his four 
daughters with their tutor and their books ; their father with 
his studies, his writing, or walking with his guests in their fine 
old garden. Sir Thomas More thought girls should learn much 
the same things as boys, and all his daughters were good Greek 
and Latin scholars, especially the youngest, Meg, who wrote 
her father such a beautiful Latin letter that the Bishop of 
Exeter, when he saw it, was so pleased that he sent her a 
present Even after the daughters married they often returned 
with their husbands and children to the old Chelsea home, 
where, Erasmus tells us, " no quarrelling nor intemperate words 
were ever heard ; idleness was never seen." 

10. In 1515 More was sent by King Henry the Eighth, whose 
friend he had become, on a mission to Flanders. While there, 
he began to write his great book Utopia,^ in which he describes 
a country in a state of almost perfect happiness, under a good 
and wise government All the children in Utopia were to have 
a good education, and when they left school were to continue 
their education, going to lectures and giving up some hours 
every day to study. Every one was to work, but only a certain 
time each day, with ample time for thinking, reading, and 
recreation. Everything and everybody was to be ruled by 

1 Utopia, from two Greek wotdft, meanViiiL ^^ xlo'nYat^*^ 
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lore, not bj self-interest Utopia was written in Latin, wliidi 
all learned men in Europe could read. 

1 L In the same year as it appeared, Erasmus published his 
Greek Testament^ and a few years later Tyndale's New Testa- 
ment began to be read in Enghmd. Martin Luther^ had sepa- 
rated himself from the Church of Rome, and was fighting for 
the Reformed faith. But, for all his learning and wisdom. 
More felt he could not side with those Reformers, as they 
began to be called. He thought there could be only one 
Church, and that it could be restored to its original purity. 

12. 80 when the king dismissed Wolsey, and resolved to 
8e)>arate the English Church from that of Rome, because neither 
Wohjey nor the Pope agreed to his divorcing Katharine of 
Aragon, More, though he was Lord Chancellor and a great 
favourite with the king, yet would not take the oath acknowl- 
edging the king to be head of the ChurcL So the happy home 
wai* broken up ; the kind father was sent to the Tower ; and 
the neck around which the king's arm had often lovingly twined 
fell beneath the axe of the headsman on Tower HilL 

13. On the side of the Reformers there were many who 
fought as nobly as Sir Thomas More, and like him were ready 
to die for their faith. One of the bravest was Hugh Latimeb> 
a bold preacher of the Reformed faitL His father was a 
farmer in Leicestershire, as brave, honest, and thrifty an En- 
glish yoonian as ever buckled on sword in the king's service. 
Ho and his wife and six daughters worked hard on the farm 
and in the house, and Hugh worked just as hard in his way at 
Kohool and college. He was sent to Cambridge when he was 
fourt(i(in, and when only twenty-four was made professor of 
Greek there. 

H. Ho had boon ordained a priest of the Romish Church, but 
was converted to the Reformed faith on the day he was made 
Bachelor of Arts, and from that time he held stanchly to the 
Protestant cause. Though Wolsey charged him with heresy, 
ho was not forbidden to preach, as the king himself had gone 

1 Martin Luthtr, the Rroat Oerroan Reformer. He translated the Bible into the 
Q«mian tongue. Bom 1488; died 1640. 
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over to the Reformed OhurcL Soon we find Latimer as king's 
chaplain preaching at the court, and petitioning the king to 
allow the people to read the Bible for themselves. 

15. But Latimer soon grew weary of the court, and when 
the king made him rector of a parish in Leicestershire, he no 
doubt gladly retired to country life. There he preached so 
boldly that he was excommunicated; but when his friend 
Cranmer became Archbishop of Canterbury, Latimer was made 
Bishop of Worcester. He had always till then been a great 
favourite with the king; but when an attempt was made to 
bring back many Roman Catholic forms of worship, Latimer, 
who was too honest to agree to what he felt was wrong, gave 
up his bishopric, and for a time led a silent, lonely life as a 
prisoner in the Tower. 

16. When Edward the Sixth became king, Cranmer was at 
the head of the Church; so Latimer was released, and once more 
preached at court in the king's chapel or garden, or at St Paul's, 
where people flocked to hear him, enjoying the good stories he 
told in his sermons, as well- as respecting his honesty and ear- 
nestness. When the young king died, Latimer was away from 
London, but was summoned at once to appear before Queen 
Mary. He went boldly and cheerfully forth to what he knew 
would be certain death, and when asked to sign articles of 
belief in the Roman Catholic faith, steadily refused. So along 
with his old friend, Archbishop Cranmer, and Ridley, Bishop of 
London, Latimer, an old man of sixty, was sent to Oxford jaiL 

17. After sixteen months' imprisonment, all three were burned 
at the stake — first Latimer and Ridley together, and then 
Cranmer. Even then the brave heart did not falter, for, seeing 
some one bring a faggot and cast it at the feet of Ridley, Latimer 
called out, " Be of good comfort, brother Ridley ; we shall this 
day light such a candle, by God's grace, in England, as I trust 
shall never be put out." 

18. And perhaps they did; for men who saw or heard of such 
brave dying for the truth must have learned how precious that 
truth was, and have begun to make the beautiful soul which 
English literature afterwards became. MeauwUvl^ ^"^^ \s\^tw 
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were beginning to find out a beautiful body for this soul — ^I 
mean a fine form for the fine thoughts of great Englishmen. 
These men were TnoMi^s Wyatt and the Earl op Subbet, and 
they found the beautiful form in Italian literature, of which 
they both were students. They wrote the first sonnets in the 
English language, borrowing the form from Petrarch and other 
Italian poets. 

19. These sonnets were poems of fourteen lines, with four 
rhymes recurring according to regular order. They were 
generally, like Petrarch's sonnets, addressed to some special 
person. Surrey chose as his heroine a little Irish lady who 
was the pet of the court of the Princess Mary. Her name was 
Elizabeth, but the poet calls her Geraldine. Another kind of 
verse which the Earl of Surrey was the first to use was blank 
verse. That, too, was borrowed from Italy. It is very like 
Chaucer's verse, but does not rhyme, so is called " blank." Into 
this new kind of verse Surrey translated part of Virgil's great 
Latin poem, the "iEneid." 

CHAPTER VIIL 
THE ELIZABETHAN POETBY. 

1. We come now to what is usually thought the most brilliant 
period of English literature — the great Elizabethan age, for 
which the time immediately before had been a preparation. 
We have seen how the search for truth and the religious 
struggles and persecutions had made the English people bolder 
thinkers, and ready to suffer if need were for their religious faith. 
The spread of Greek and Italian literature, and the printing 
and republishing of old English poems and ballads, together 
with the wonderful stories of new lands, quickened the im- 
agination of the people, and gave them new food for their 
thoughta Added to all this was a feeling of strong love and 
devotion to queen and country, called out by the dangers of 
England and the strong and wise government of Elizabeth. 
All the3e thoughts ftijd feelings burgt into flowers of different 
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forms of literature — ^poetry, plays, travels, histories, romances, 
and religious works. Besides the greater works of each kind 
there were little short ripples of song, afterwards collected and 
published as books, under such titles as The Pcvradise of DavrUy 
Devices^ or TotteTs MiaceUany, 

2. One of the greatest poets of Elizabeth's or of any time was 
Edmund Spenser. When Elizabeth became queen, Spenser 
was a little boy of about six years old, living with his parents 
near the Tower of London. When he was a school-boy at 
Merchant Taylors' School, Philip the Second of Spain was 
cruelly persecuting the Protestants in Holland. Many sought 
refuge in England, and one of them became very friendly with 
the boy Spenser and his parents, and no doubt added to the 
lad's dislike of the Roman Catholics by stories of the Duke of 
Alva's^ cruelty to the Dutch Protestants. 

3. We know that Spenser's parents were not wealthy, because 
when the boy Edmund went to Cambridge, he went as a sizar ^ 
or poor scholar. When he was twenty-one he took his degree, 
and some years later he left college to go to the north as tutor. 
No doubt while he was at Cambridge he had been greatly in- 
terested in the exciting events that were then taking place in 
the outside world of England and Europe, — such as the massacre 
of the Protestants on St. Bartholomew's day in Paris, the many 
attempts to set Mary Queen of Scots on the throne, and the 
Duke of Alva's persecution of the Dutch Protestanta Probably 
he would go to the divinity lectures of a professor who preached 
strongly against the Catholics, and all this would help the old 
dislike of Roman Catholics that afterwards showed itself so 
rttrongly both in his life and in his writings. 

4. Spenser's great friend at Cambridge was Gabriel Harvey. 
Harvey remained as lecturer at Cambridge after Spenser left ; 
and when the queen visited a place in the neighbourhood, 
Harvey was presented to her, and also made the acquaintance 
of the Earl of Leicester and Sir Philip Sidney, Leicester's 
nephew. Soon afterwards, we find first Harvey and then his 

1 Dnko of Alva^ Spanish governor of the 1 2 Sixar, one who served out Ui« «Mt^^<^\ 
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friend Spenser in the service of the Earl of Leicester, the 
favourite courtier of Queen Elizabeth. 

5. When Spenser was in the north, he had probably planned 
his first published poem, The Shephearde^s Calendovr, It is 
a series of pastorals dedicated to the noble and virtuous gentle- 
man "Maister Philip Sidney." A pastoral is a story of 
shepherd life. Spenser borrowed the idea from the Italian and 
French poeta The queen and many of Spenser's friends appear 
in the poems as shepherdesses and shepherds, and in their 
meetings on the downs, Spenser makes them talk of the great 
questions of the times, such as the disputes about Church 
government. Some pretty songs are introduced in the poem. 

6. When he was twenty-eight years of age, Spenser, through 
his friend Sidney, got the post of secretary to the Lord Deputy 
of Ireland, and from that time Ireland became his home. It 
roust have been a change from the gay London court life, with 
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such friends as Sidney and Leicester, to the country life in a 
wild part of Ireland, with but little society save that of one 
true friend — Sir Walter Kalegh. But perhaps Spenser found 
more time to write. He had already planned out his great 
poem, Ths Faerie Qtieene, and in six years' time, when he visited 
London, he brought with him the three first books. Spenser's 
friend Balegh was then at court, and through him Spenser 
was introduced to the queen, and got permission to dedicate 
his poem to her. Next year the. poem was published, and at 
once took the first place in the poems of the time. Some of 
Spender's shorter poems soon appeared. 

7. Meanwhile the poet had gone back to Ireland to his work, 
and to write more poems. One dedicated to Sir Walter Ralegh 
is another pastoral, called Colin ClouVs Come Home Again, 
Colin Clout was the shepherd in The Shephearde^a Calendar, 
who represented Spenser himself. In it Spenser tells of his 
visit to London and the court, praising the queen in very 
beautiful language, as it was the fashion of that time to do ; for 
the queen represented to the people all the brightness, power, 
and glory of that great age. Speaking of the queen in one 
place, he says, — 

" Yet will I think of her, yet will I speak, 

As long as life my limbs doth hold together ; 
And when as death these vital bands shall break, 
Her name recorded I will leav« for ever." 

8. About this time Spenser met the lady whom he afterwards 
married. She, too, like the queen, was named Elizabeth. We 
know most about her from the beautiful sonnets in which 
Spenser speaks of his love for her, and of her beauty, not of face 
only, but of mind and character. In one verse he says,— 

" Men call you fair, and you do credit it, 
For that yourself ye daily such do see ; 
But the true fair, that is the gentle wit 
And virtuous mind, is much more praised of me." 

9. The sonnets end with a beautiful marriage song which 
Spenser wrote as a gift for his bride on tlieir ^^^wv^ TXiQrKfia% 
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The year after his marriage Spenser again came to England, 
bringing with him three more books of The Faerie Qtteene ; and 
while he was in London he wrote two poems called A Hymn oj 
Heavenly Love, and A Hymn of Heaverdy Beauty, These were 
almost his last poems ; for when he went back to Ireland, he 
found rebellion raging there, and the rebels in their fury against 
the English Government burned down Spenser's house. The 
poet with his wife and two little boys escaped to England, but 
their baby girl is thought to have been burned in the castle^ 
The poet's life and work were done. He died at Westminster, 
and is buried in the Abbey beside Chaucer, whose poetry he had 
loved and imitated. 

10. And now I must tell you a little about Spenser's Faerie 
Queenej one of the greatest English poems. It is called the 
" poets' poem," because so many poets have been delighted with 
the beautiful language and fine thoughts with which it is fiUed. 
Spenser meant the poem to consist of twelve books, but he 
lived to finish only six books and part of the seventL It is an 
allegory — that is, a story with a hidden meaning, and in which 
the characters are either well-known people in disguise, or such 
things as virtues and vices, good and bad qualities. Spenser's 
allegory was meant to show the struggle of a human being after 
perfection in life and character. He chose as his hero our old 
friend Prince Arthur, who, you may remember, stood for the 
highest and holiest form of English manhood. 

11. In Spenser's poem Arthur represents the grace of GkxJ, 
which always comes to us in time of need, as Prince Arthur 
came to the succour of the twelve knights in The Faerie Qtieene, 
Each of these twelve knights represents one of the twelve vir- 
tues which a perfect man must possess. These knights are 
supposed to be fighting for the Faerie Queene, Gloriana, who 
represents the glory of God ; and their struggles and adventures 
were to be told in twelve separate books. At the same time, 
Spenser managed to weave into his poem the public events and 
great people of his day : for instance, besides standing for 
God's glory, the Faerie Queene represents the glory of England 
and of the English people. Queen Elizabeth; and his sixth 
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knight, who represents Courtesy, may be a portrait of Sir Philip 
Sidney, the most perfect gentleman of his time in England. 

12. The first book tells of the adventures of the Red Cross 
Knight, Holiness, and his guide and companion, the fair Lady 
Una, who represents TrutL With them is the dwarf, carrying 
on his back a "bag of needments," representing man's bodily 
life and its necessities. The poem begins with a beautiful pic- 
ture of the three adventurers. 

13. The poet then describes their progress in the dark 
wood of the world, where they lost their way and fell into 
the cave of the monster Error, with the enchanter Archimago 
(False Faith), with several strong heathen knights, with the 
witch Duessa (the Church of Rome), with the proud Queen of 
the Palace of Pride, with the old woman in the House of 
Ignorance, with the fauns and satyrs in the wood who repre- 
sent savage tribes, with Despair in his gloomy cave, and at 
last with the horrible dragon Sin, who was slain by the Red 
Cross Knight. The book ends with the betrothal of the knight 
and Una, the union of Holiness with Truth. 

14. The poem abounds with beautiful descriptions — ^gre6n 
forest glades, fair gardens, and strange caves of earth and sea ; 
but perhaps the most beautiful passage in the book is that 
describing the House of Holiness, to which Una brings 
the knight They are admitted by the porter. Humility, and 
taken by the squire. Reverence, to the lady of the house, Dame 
Ccelia, who gladly welcomes both. While they are talking, 
two of her daughters enter. The elder, Fidelia, is a tall, 
beautiful maiden, arrayed in pure white, and carrying in one 
hand a golden cup filled with wine and water, in the other a 
book signed and sealed with blood (God's holy promises). In 
her face shines the very light of heaven. The younger sister^ 
Speranza, is scarcely less lovely. Her face is less radiant than 
Fidelia's. She wears a blue dress, and carries a silver anchor, 
on which she leans, and of which she shows the knight how to 
take hold rightly. Next day they see the youngest sister, a 
young mother, with little children toddling round her, and a 
baby in her arms. She wears a yellow robe, and a. %<2\AftXv. 
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circlet on her hair, and by her side flutter a pair of turtle- 
doves. Her name is Charissa (Charity or Love) ; and she takes 
the knight to the Lady Mercy, mother of a religious house, 
where seven good men spend their lives in Christian work for 
the poor. 

15. Such is the first of the six books of The Faerie Queene, 
The knight of the second book is Sir Guyon, or Temperance. 
That of the third is a lady, Britomart (Purity or Holy Love). 
In the fourth there are two knights who symbolize Friendship, 
Sir Cambel and Sir Triamond. The hero of the fifth is Sir 
Arte^l, or Justice ; of the sixth, Calidore, or Courtesy ; and 
the knight of the seventh was to be Constancy. The kind of 
verso in which The Fderie Queene is written has been called 
the "Spenserian stanza." It is founded on the old French 
"rhyme royal," or "riding rhyme" — so called because Chaucei 
makes some of his pilgrims use it in their ride to Canterbury. 
If you look at the verse about the Red Cross Knight, you will 
see that it has nine lines with three rhymes, the ninth line two 
syllables longer than any of the others. The " rhyme royal " 
had seven lines with three rhymes, so that Spenser added two 
lines without increasing the number of rhymes. 

16. I am now going to tell you a little about the life of a 
friend of Spenser's, the Earl of Leicester's nephew, Sir Philip 
Sidney. His father had been a true friend to young King 
Edward the Sixth ; his mother was a sister of the Earl of 
Leicester. Philip and his sister Mary were both bom in the 
Sidneys' beautiful country-house, Penshurst, in Kent^a gray- 
towered, red-roofed house, with fine fruit and flower gardens, 
green parks, and pleasant meadows. When Philip was five and 
Mary four, their father was made Lord President of Wales, 
and they went to live at Ludlow Castle, in Shropshire Philip 
went to school at Shrewsbury for four years. 

17. When he was fourteen, both he and his boy-friend 
Greville went to Oxford. When they had been there three 
years, the plague broke out, so Sidney left without taking his 
degree. All that time the lad had seen but little of his parents, 

fvJio were a great deal in Irelapd, PYiVW^)?^ ^^Wver V^^m^ lic^Td 
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Deputy there. But both father and mother sent their boy 
wise and loving advice in letters. One from his father bids 
the boy be merry, modest, and, " above all things, to tell no 
untruth — no, not in trifles ; " for " there cannot be a greater 
reproach to a gentleman than to be accounted a liar.'' In a 
postscript to the same letter his mother bids him show himself 
a loving, obedient scholar to his good master. 

18. When Philip left Oxford, he spent a short time at home, 
and then went with the Earl of Lincoln to Paris to arrange 
for the marriage of Queen Elizabeth to a French nobleman. 
He was there with the English ambassador on the terrible 
St. Bartholomew's night (August 23rd, 1572). The houses of 
the Protestants of Paris were broken open, and the inhabitants 
cruelly massacred. Shortly after that, Sidney left Paris, and 
for three years wandered about in Europe, sometimes alone, 
sometimes with a very learned Protestant of Frankfort, who 
became a second father to the youtL At last Sir Philip re- 
turned to England, and, his parents being in Ireland, he spent 
some time in the house of his uncle, the Earl of Leicester. He 
was with that nobleman in attendance on the queen during 
the famous visit to Kenil worth which is described in ojie of 
Sir Walter Scott's novels, and also when Elizabeth visited the 
Earl of Essex. The Earl of Essex's eldest daughter, Penelope, 
was then a little girl of twelve. She afterwards became the 
heroine of Sidney's sonnets, where she is called Stella. 

19. By this time Sidney had become a favourite with the 
queen, who showed her trust in him by choosing him, young 
as he was, to go and plead with the new German emperor for 
the Protestant States. Soon after his return he wrote a little 
drama called The Lady of May^ to be performed at his uncle 
Leicester's house on the occasion of a visit from the queen. 
He then accompanied the queen on a visit to a place near Cam- 
bridge, and became acquainted with Spenser's friend, Gabriel 
HarVey, and soon afterwards with Spenser himself. Very 
likely Spenser visited Sidney's home, Penshurst ; for much of 
the scenery ^escribed in The Shephea/rd^8 Ccdmdar is like that 
around that country-seat. 
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20. You, no doubt, already know that Queen Elizabeth was 
rather fanciful and changeable, especiaUy in the matter of 
favourites. After Spenser went to Ireland, both Leicester 
and Sidney fell out of favour with the royal lady — Leicester 
because he made a marriage that the queen disapproved of; 
Sidney because he frankly advised the queen not to carry out 
the marriage with the French duke which he had gone to Paris 
to arrange. So Philip left the court, and went to live in the 
country with his sister Mary, now Countess of Pembroke. 

21. These must have been happy summer days spent in the 
pleasant gardens and green parks of Wiltshire by the brother 
and sister, who had always been the closest friends. Not only 
did they read and talk together, but Philip, encouraged by 
his sister, began to write a romance, partly prose, partly verse, 
which he called the Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, It was 
written on loose sheets, just as the ideas came to him while 
Sir Philip hunted over Salisbury Plain or passed his time with 
his sister and her baby son on the lawn of Wilton. It is rather 
long and confused, and was scarcely meant for publication ; but 
after her brother's death, the countess published it. Sidney 
also, with his sister, translated several psalms into English 
verse. 

22. Soon after that, the queen seems again to have taken 
Leicester and Sidney into favour, as we find them once more at 
court. It was then that Sidney wrote his sonnets about Stella, 
speaking of himself as Astrophel, or shepherd. Another of 
his works, perhaps his greatest, was also written about this 
time. It is called The Defence of Poesy. He defends poetry 
against the attacks which were then made upon it, showing 
that the poet, by describing to us things and people more 
beautiful and perfect than any we see — things and people not 
as they are, but as God intended them to be — ^teaches us to 
strive after goodness and perfection. So poetry is not the 
useless study many people suppose it to be. Neitner is it the 
mother of lies, as was also said ; for the poet does not say those 
people or things he writes about are real or trua A third charge 
was that poetry encourages foolish fancies ; but Sidney showed 



that if it does, that is the fault of people who read it, not the 
fault of poetry itself. He pointed out that, on the contrary, 
poetry has often encouraged men to noble deeds — for instance, 
the tales of King Arthur in England. Homer's heroes have 
stirred people to imitate them. Sidney himself was fired with 
a love of battle by the ballad of Chevy Cluise. 

23. Soon after his marriage with the daughter of the English 
ambassador, with whom he had lived in Paris, Sidney (now 
Sir Philip, for the queen had knighted him), with his old school 
friend Greville, planned to set out to America to fight against 
the Spaniards. The queen would not permit this; but soon 
afterwards, when the Earl of Leicester was sent to help the 
Dutch to fight against the Spaniards, Sidney went with him. 
While he was in the Netherlands, both his father and mother 
died, and soon afterwards their brave son followed them. He 
was helping to defend the town of Zutphen when he was shot 
in the knee. 

24. Ko doubt you all know the story of his unselfishness in 
giving up the precious draught of water to a dying soldier who 
lay near him, and who looked at it with longing eyes. After 
lingering a few days, preparing himself for the death from 
which even the most careful nursing could not save him. Sir 
Philip died. The news of his death caused the greatest grief 
in England. The queen and court wore mourning for many 
months, and whole volumes of poems were written lamenting 
his early death — among them, two poems by Spenser, called 
Astrophel and The Ruins of Time; one by the Countess of 
Pembroke ; and another by King James of Scotland. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE ELIZABETHAN DRAMA. 

1. One of the new forms of literature in Queen Elizabeth's 
time, and one for which the age is most noted, is tha dx«xss»» 
or play. Until that time there had been no "Eoi^^!^ ^vj's^ ^'t 
CK8> V 
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the ordinary kind. Greek and Latin plays were often acted 
at the universities and great boys' schools, and in the churches 
Latin Miracle Plays were acted. Very strange these must have 
been, if we may judge of the performances of a miracle play 
which is acted every few years at a place in (Jermany — plays 
in which characters from Scripture appeared along with the 
devil, who was always the comic character. Such events as 
the Entry of our Saviour into Jerusalem, the Last Supper and 
Betrayal, the Crucifixion, and the Entombment, were acted on 
the stage. 

2. After a time allegories or Moralities, in which vices and 
virtues spoke and walked about as people, were acted in 
English in the markets or open spaces of the town by the 
trades-people. But the first English play of the ordinary kind 
was written, probably for the boys of Eton, by one of their 
masters, Nicholas UdalL Very likely the boys acted it as 
they sometimes do Greek and Latin plays on breaking-up days 
still, and plenty of fun would they get out of the rehearsals ; 
for the play was a comedy, showing the scrapes into which a 
young Londoner, Ralph Roister Doister, is led by his conceit 
and boasting. The play, called from the name of the hero, was 
probably written about 1541 ; and some twenty years afterwards 
the first English tragedy was written by two London banisters, 
Sackville and Norton. 

3. The story of Gorboduc (so the play was called) is taken 
from the old chronicle of Geoffrey of Monmouth. Gorboduc, 
King of Britain, has divided his kingdom between his sons 
Ferrex and Porrex. The sons quarrel, and the younger kills 
the elder brother. The elder son is his mother's favourite, 
so the mother in revenge kills the younger son. The people, 
enraged at this cruelty, murder the father and mother, and 
the nobles of the country fall upon the rebel people and destroy 
them. There is then a dispute about the crown, and civil war 
arises, in which both the nobles and their children are slain. 
For long, the country is almost desolate, being wasted by war 
and disorder. Perhaps in this play, so full of murder, Sack- 
ville and Norton meant to show En dan d how foolish it is 
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for people of the same nation to disagree; for at that time 
there was much disagreement in England. The play was acted 
twice — once at the Christmas festivities in the Inner Temple, 
and again before the queen and her court at Whitehall Palace. 

4. After that it soon became the fashion to write and act 
English plays at the universities and the law courts ; and great 
noblemen like the Earl of Leicester had their own companies 
of actors attached to their households. There were as yet no 
theatres, and plays were acted in some such place as the yard 
of an inn, the audience either standing in the yard or sitting 
in the galleries which ran around it The scenery was of the 
simplest kind, often only the furniture from the inn itself ; and 
the play was performed in the afternoon, not in the evening, as 
is usual now. 

5. The first great play -writer of Elizabeth's time was 
Christopher Marlowe. His plays were neither in prose nor 
in rhyme, but in the new kind of verse introduced, you may 
remember, by the Earl of Surrey from Italy — the unrhymed 
verse of ten syllables called blank verse. Marlowe's plays 
were chiefly tragedies. The greatest was The Tragical History 
of Dr, Favstus. There were many stories in Germany about 
this Dr. Faustus, who was said to be a German magician who 
lived in the sixteenth century. These stories had been trans- 
lated into English, French, and DutcL Marlowe, however, 
shows Faustus as a scholar so eager for knowledge that he sells 
his soul to the devil, so as to get the knowledge he wanta 
He paints very strongly and earnestly the struggle between 
the doctor's conscience and the evil spirits who tempt him. 

6. Marlowe might have lived to write many plays even 
better than Faustus^ had he not been killed in a tavern-house 
quarrel when he was still a young man. There were other 
play-wrights at the time ; but two died about the same time as 
Marlowe, and two left off* writing, so that there might have 
been a scarcity of good plays, had not a new dramatist ap- 
peared — one, too, who was to be the glory of the English stage. 
He was the famous William Shakespeare, of whom, doubt- 
less, most of you have heard 
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7. We know very little mboat Shakespettre's lifcL He waa 
the eldest li\'mg child of John Shakespeare, a gloYe-maker of 
Stratford-on-Avon, an old-fashioned country town in Warwick- 
Bhire. If you ever visit the place, you will see the house where 
the poet was bom in 1564, it is said on the 23rd of April 
Will was probably a school-boy at the Free Grammar School ; 
for, besides English, his friend Ben Jonson says he knew 
^^ small Latin and less Greek." Until the boy was fourteen, his 
father was a prosperous man, having besides his business, or per- 
haps instead of it, a little farm where he kept some sheep. For 
a while ho was alderman ; and when players came to Stratford, 
aM we know thoy did, the lad would likely be taken to see them 
play, and might moot somo of the players at his father's house. 

H. lNirhaj)H iho lad would begin to think it a fine thing to 
ilrtsHH up AM A king or a Holdior and speak finely-sounding words 
Iwforr^ a tn-owd of \h)o\}U^ (boys usually do until they have a 
ohanc0 of t.rylug it). When his father lost his money, and the 
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lad could get no definite work, not being apprenticed as boys 
generally were, Shakespeare seems to have fallen into idle habits. 
He made the foolish mistake of marrying very young — when he 
was only eighteen. His wife, Anne Hathaway, was the daugh- 
ter of a farmer near Stratford. She was eight years older than 
her husband For four years the young couple struggled with 
poverty at Stratford. Shakespeare's father could not help them, 
as he himself was deeply in debt 

9. At last the young husband and father seems to have 
bethought him of his early taste for acting, and detemnined to 
go to London, seek out his friends among the actors who had 
visited Stratford, and earn a livelihood for himself, his wife, 
and their three children. He could not take them with him, 
not being sure of work ; and, besides, he may have thought the 
open fields and gardens of Stratford a better nursery for his 
little girl Susanna and the twin-babies Hamnet and Judith 
than the close, unhealthy streets of London. So off Will set 
alone to London to find a fortune, just as many a youth had 
done before him, and as many a one has done since. We do 
not know what he found to do at first ; perhaps whatever he 
could get — holding horses, or doing little odd jobs about the 
theatre ; but he seems to have persevered and done these little 
things so well that soon better work came to him. It was 
still humble enough — acting small parts at the Blackfriars 
Theatre, or writing up other writers' old or bad plays. 

10. At last he began to think he might write as good plays 
as these, and very soon showed that he could write far better 
ones than most of them. The first he wrote were comedies; 
but even in these we see the truth and the genius that after- 
wards were displayed more plainly in his tragedies and his- 
torical plays. Each of his many plays has a purpose — even the 
comedies, which you might think were meant only to amuse. 
But if you look at the Midsummer- Night^s Dream^ beneath all 
the fun and frolic of the fairies, and the absurdity of the Athenian 
players. Bottom the weaver and his company, you may find 
this lesson, that even the humblest work of nature is far, far 
better than a great deal of art. How gracefully and prettily 
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Nature's fairies do their little tasks; while the clownish players, 
with all their efforts, are heavy and dull when they would make 
us laugh, and force us to smile when we are meant to cry. 

11. After writing a few comedies, Shakespeare, moved per- 
haps by the great events in the history of his time, by the 
danger of the Spanish Armada,^ and the many other plots 
against Elizabeth and England, saw that it was very important 
that England should be patriotic and united. So he turned 
back in the pages of history to similar times of danger and 
glory, and wrote historical plays about those times, full of 
patriotic and loyal language and feeling. Such are his plays 
of Richard the Second, Richard the Third, Henry the Fowrth^ 
and King John, 

12. But the great poet taught lessons for all times and all 
countries, especially in his tragedies. For instance, in Macbeth 
he shows what terrible remorse an evil deed brings in its train ; 
and in Hamlet much the same lesson is taught in another way, 
for we see the whole royal family of Denmark, and many others, 
suffering for the evil deed of one guilty man. In King Lea/r, 
again, we see the evil of ingratitude and the misery of family 
life where love has ceased to exist. In the latest plays of all, 
the poet shows more clearly than ever his belief that God does 
all things well, and that evil may be overcome only by good, 
hatred by love, and falseness by truth. 

13. By the time these last plays were written, Shakespeare, 
though not yet an old man, had saved enough to enable him to 
leave London and carry out his constant wish of buying a com- 
fortable house in Stratford and living there with his wife and 
childi*en. He still wrote a little, but had plenty of leisure to 
play with his grandchildren, to go about among his neighbours, 
and to gather his friends about him in his home, amusing them 
no doubt by stories of his adventures in London. He died on 
the 23rd of April 1616, the anniversary of his birth (some 
people say). Instead of being buried with other great poets in 
Westminster Abbey, this, the greatest poet of all, chose instead 

1 ThB Sjoasisb Armada, sent against I It was scattered hj violent storms, and by 
EngUuid by Philip IL of Spain (1688). I the brvre couOacV. ol \:^« Eix«Ua\x teamen. 
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a quiet resting-place in Stratford Church, beside his parents 
and his little boy. 

14. Perhaps when you are older you may be told or may 
read that Shakespeare could not have written the plays we call 
his, but that either Lord Bacon or some other Englishman of 
the time, more learned than Shakespeare, was their author. 
Whether that was so or not, those who hold these opinions 
have not proved that Shakespeare did not write the plays ; and 
until they have done so, we like to think that a poor man, not 
very highly educated, could, by keeping his eyes and ears wide 
open, and his heart, too, to all good influences, write those 
wonderful plays which show so much knowledge of the world 
and of men, and are never too old to be played or read. Those 
of you who are yet scarcely old enough to read Shakespeare's 
plays for yourselves, should ask some older person to read parts 
of them to you, telling you the rest of the story ; or you might 
read the stories of some of them for yourselves, in a book called 
Lamb's "Tales from Shakespeara" Many of them are just as 
interesting as any fairy tales. 

15. Though Shakespeare was the best play-writer of his time, 
there were others who wrote very good plays indeed, better, 
perhaps, than any which have been written since. The best of 
all, next to Shakespeare, was Ben Jonson. He, like Shake- 
speare, was a man of the people. His father, who had been a 
Puritan preacher, had died a month before Ben's birth. His 
step-father was a bricklayer ; and the lad might have followed 
the same trade, had not a gentleman taken an interest in him, 
and given him a good education at Westminster School. For 
a time Ben was a soldier, fighting in the Netherlands against 
the Spaniards. 

16. From soldiering he turned to acting and writing up old 
plays in London, as Shakespeare had done, and he too soon 
found out he could compose works of his own. He succeeded 
best with comedies, showing up the follies and falsities of London 
people both in high life and in low life. Every Man in his 
Hwnumr^ and Every Man (mt of his Humour ^ were his two first 
playa In Cynthin^s Revels he shows the affectation of the cour 
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tiers of Elizabeth (the Oynthia of the play). He also wrote a 
tragedy called Sejaniu; but we do not hear much about its suc- 
cess. Another kind of play, in the writing of which Jonson 
was very successful, was the mask — that is, a bright play 
with many songs, and produced with plenty of music and fine 
dresse& As such plays were very costly, they were generally 
acted at the court, or by the players of some rich nobleman or 
wealthy body like the university or law courts. 

17. But though Ben Jonson succeeded better with the lighter 
kinds of plays, he seems to have always meant to do good 
through them ; and he could scarcely fail to do good whether he 
meant it or not His scorn of the follies and frivolities of his 
time must have turned men's thoughts to more earnest things. 
But, alas for rare Ben Jonson ! with the death of Elizabeth and 
the accession of James the First a taste for frivolous plays came 
in, and these Ben Jonson could not and would not write, so his 
last years were probably not very happy ones. He died in 
1637 ; and you may see his tomb in Westminster Abbey, marked 
by the simple words, " O rare Ben Jonson." There is also a 
medallion of him in the Poets' Corner.^ 



CHAPTER X. 
OTHER ELIZABETHAN WBITEB8. 

1. But we must now leave the dramatists who made the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth so famous in English literature, and turn to 
other writers no less great in other forms of literature. Per- 
haps the greatest of these other writers was Francis Bacon, one 
of the most learned men of his day. Indeed, as I have already 
told you, some people think he was the only man living at that 
time wise enough to write the Shakespeare plays. He was a 
philosopher. Now the first meaning of the word philosopher is 
a "lover of wisdom ;" but it has come to have the more special 
meaning of one who not only loves wisdom but also studies to 

} Ppetv' Oprner^ the eaat aisle of the sputl) transept of W^|m|iis^|r A\>bej. 
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add to the wisdom of himself and of the world — one who is not 
content to take things in the world as they are, good and bad, 
but who seeks for the causes, and tries to avoid the bad and 
to strengthen the good. Such a man was Francis Bacon. 

2. He was bom in the Strand, now one of the busiest parts 
of London, in 1561. His father was Queen Elizabeth's Lord 
Keeper of the Great Seal ; and the queen, who used to amuse 
herself with talking to the clever, studious boy, called him her 
"little Lord Keeper." When he was only twelve years old he 
was sent to Cambridge University. Like the other students, 
he had to give much time to studying the works of Aristotle.^ 
This Bacon disliked, thinking it was quite time some advance 
should be made in the study of nature, and seeing that a new 



1 Arlttotle, a famotu Greek philosopher I Plato, and left many works on science, 
99^ 9.0,-^ B.0.^ 99 WM a pupil of I phUosoph^^ and poeti^. 
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method of aeardiiiig lor truth wms neoesBurj if there was to 
be p rogress. We shall see how firmlj BaGon kept to this idea, 
and how all throagh his after-life his one desire was to have 
money to secure him leisure to think out this method and make 
new discoveriesL 

3. Meanwhile, however, he left Cambridge, and traveDed in 
France for two vears^ On his father's death he returned, and 
studied law at Gray's Inn. By the time he was twenty-one he 
had become a barrister, and had also published in Latin a plan 
of his new philosophy. He became Member of Parliament, 
and worked hard, but always with the one idea — ^that of getting 
enough money to retire and study his philosophy. For this 
purpose he used every means, not always, as we shall see, quite 
honest ones, and also was too apt to make use of his friends as 
stepping-stones to high places, turning his back on them when 
he had got what he wanted. Of course he was sometimes dis- 
appointed. For instance, when he applied for the post of 
Attorney-Greneral, and also when he sought a rich young widow 
lady in marriage, a powerful rival, Sir Edward Coke,^ gained 
both the post and the hand of the lady. Later, however, when 
James the First was king, Bacon was made a knight, and also 
received the post he had desired, and still higher ones, until 
he rose to be Lord Chancellor of England. 

4. But just when he was at the height of his power, misfor- 
tune and disgrace came upon him. It was found out that as 
Lord Chancellor he had taken bribes from those whose cases 
he decided. When he was charged with the crime by Parlia- 
ment, he pleaded guilty. He was dismissed from office, de- 
barred from ever holding office again, heavily fined, and im- 
prisoned in the Tower. He acknowledged that the sentence 
was a just one, but at the same time declared that he had been 
the justest judge England had had for fifty years. He had 
only done as the world did ; but that was no excuse for any 
one, least of all for a philosopher. The king, however, released 
Bacon from the Tower ; and he spent the rest of his life fol- 

1 sir Edward Ook«. Ho afterwards rose to bo Lord Chief- Justice of EngUnd. Born 
15M: died iea)t 
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lowing his philosophy, but not in the honour he had probably 
expected, for he died, as it were, in disgrace. 

5. As a philosopher and a writer we can only admire Bacon. 
His great work is, of course, his Philosophy ; but he also wrote 
some Essay 8y which were published while Elizabeth lived. 
There were ten essays in the first, fifty-eight in the second edi- 
tion — all showing great wisdom and acquaintance with men of 
all ranks. By an " essay " Bacon meant a trial or testing of 
things to find their true value. Some of the things he tested 
according to the method of his new philosophy were Friend- 
ship, Studies, Truth, Travel, Gardens, Buildings. Another 
work of his still often read is The Advancement of Leaminff^ 
which is really the first book of his philosophy. 

6. Bacon called his great philosophical work by a Latin name 
meaning "the great building up." The thing to be built up was 
knowledge ; and instead of taking the foundations ready made, 
as Aristotle and his followers had done. Bacon proposed to lay 
those foundations themselves, so that one could be sure of their 
firmness. His way was not to take a great truth as a matter 
of fact and build upon that, but to go step by step from one 
little bit of knowledge or fact to another, trying each carefully, 
and then when the building was completed, saying, I know each 
separate bit of building is firm, so the whole must be. The 
method of trial is called experiment. Bacon's great work was 
to have been in six books, but some books were left unfinished. 

7. Here is an example of the way Bacon worked. Instead 
of taking for granted that all animals breathe out carbonic acid 
gas, and saying, " A dog is an animal, therefore a dog breathes 
out carbonic acid gas," Bacon would begin by trying an experi- 
ment with all the difierent kinds of animals that are known, 
including dogs, and finding that all breathed out carbonic acid 
gas, would say, "Then all dogs, being animals, must breathe 
out carbonic acid gas." After once having tried the experi- 
ment, however, we can take for granted the truth we have 
come to, and use it without always proving it, as Aristotle 
did. We need both Bacon's new way and Aristotle's old cyj\fc, 

8. Bacon did great good by rousing in peopVe «iSi mXet^'^X* va. 
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nature and in the world around them ; for before his time many 
people thought it wrong to pry into the secrets of nature, and 
believed that those who did so were in league with evil spirits. 
That was what had been thought of a good and wise monk named 
Roger Bacon, who lived in the thirteenth century. He, too, 
like the Francis Bacon of the sixteenth century, tried to dis- 
cover the secrets of nature, and was said to be one who was in 
league with the devil 

9. Besides those writers of whom I have told you, there 
were many others in that great Elizabethan age of whom I 
should like to tell you mora But I can only mention them. 
There were writers of stories, for which the taste of the people 
of England was growing ever stronger. Perhaps the greatest of 
these was John Lyly, who also wrote several plays. A book 
of his, which was read by nearly every one at that time, was 
called Euphuea — that is, " the fine speaker " — and tells of the 
adventures of a young Greek gentleman who was sent^ as was 
then the fashion, to finish his education in Italy. It was meant 
to show that this fashion was not a wise one ; that young men 
often got more harm than good from their life in Italy, where 
the people of high rank usually lived only for pleasure, and 
scoffed at religion and everything good. 

10. The book was written in the Italian style, with such 
tricks as always comparing one thing to another, playing 
upon words or using them in different meanings, and stringing 
together a number of words beginning with the same letter. 
This style came to be called euphuism — that is, finely sounding 
talk — and for a time was very fashionable at court Court 
ladies and gentlemen talked in this high-sounding language. 
Shakespeare makes some of his characters use it; and very 
funny it sounds, especially when spoken by an uneducated man 
like the old watchman Dogberry.^ 

11. There was a good deal of writing about religion in Eliza- 
beth's time, some of a rather quarrelsome kind ; for people were 
still very much divided about what should be. the form of the 

1 Dogberrj, In the comedy Much Ado Abovt NoiKVn^. 
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English Church. Several bishops and others wrote their 
opinions on the matter, and some tracts appeared, written by 
different people whose names were not known. They were all 
given forth as the work of Martin Mar-prelate. Though they 
were meant to be odd and witty, some people thought them 
coarse and even wicked — among others Lord Bacon, who wrote 
very strongly against them. 

12. But there was one religious writer who avoided all those 
quarrels, or if he had to join in them, never spoke angrily even 
of those who thought differently from him. This was Richard 
Hooker, one of the wisest men of that age, and also one of 
the gentlest and humblest He had been court preacher ; yet 
after his marriage, while he was a poor clergyman with a 
scolding wife, he would patiently mind the sheep or rock the 
cradle, sometimes with a book in his hand, sometimes thinking 
out the great work which he afterwards published, called Ecck- 
siastical Polity — that is, church government. He lived just 
long enough to finish the eight books, leaving the care of revis- 
ing the last three to his friends. It is a wise and learned book, 
full of sound sense and earnestness. 

13. "We must not forget a very quaint book of Elizabeth's 
time which people still love to read. The JSchoolmaster, It was 
written by Kooer Ascham, the kind, clever tutor of Edward 
the Sixth, Queen Elizabeth, and Lady Jane Grey. Lady Jane 
was his favourite pupil, perhaps because she loved her Greek 
and Latin lessons so much, and had ever a welcome for her 
tutor. 



CHAPTER XL 

THE SCHOLARS AND WBITEBS OF 
KING JAMES'S TIME. 

1. When Elizabeth died, Shakespeare was still alive, writing 
his best plays ; Ben Jonson was also writing for the stage, and 
so were many others. But the taste of the time was gradually 
changing. The people were more interested in religion th&VL 
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in anything else; and a sect had arisen called Puritans, who 
thought it wicked to go to playa Many of the middle class 
were Puritans, so the audience at the theatres was now drawn 
chiefly from the court party. And, alas ! the court of James 
the First had the bad taste to prefer foolish and often wicked 
plays to the fine histories and tragedies of Shakespeare, or the 
good comedies of Ben Jonson ; so perhaps the less said about 
the plays and play-writers of James the First's reign the better. 

2. But a great religious work was accomplished in that reign. 
That was the revision of the Bible. There had been a great 
meeting of clergy at Hampton Court to try to settle on some 
form of church for the whole of England, and so end the dis- 
putes between the Established Church of England and those 
who would not conform, thence called Nonconformists. They 
could not agree ; but one result of the meeting was the resolve 
that the English people should at least all use the same Bible, 
— not as they had been doing, some keeping to the Bishops' 
Bible, the translation made by some bishops in Elizabeth's 
reign ; while the Puritans used only the Geneva Bible, a ver- 
sion made by the Protestants who fled from England to Geneva 
during the persecutions of Queen Mary's reign. King James 
sought out the most famous scholars of the time, forty-seven 
in all — some Churchmen, some Puritans — and set them to 
prepare a new translation of the Bible. It took three years to 
do, and was published in 1611. Until lately it was the only 
version used in English Protestant Churches, and still many 
people keep to it, though an even more careful version was pub- 
lished in 1885. The old Bible has grown dear by its very famili- 
arity ; people have grown to love its simplicity and quaintness. 

3. In King James's reign there lived many scholars and 
students of history. Among the historians was Sir Walter 
Ralegh, who, during his long imprisonment in the Tower, 
wrote a History of the World up to the Second Macedonian 
War.^ A wise and clever lawyer named John Selden, who 



1 The Saoond Maoedonlan War, carried I by both Greece and Macedonia passing 
on by the Onekt und the Romans against I und«c \3;xtt BAman power. 
MtoedonU (900 B.O.-197 B.O.). It ended \ 
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was a diligent student of the history of past ages, wrote some 
learned books. He joined the Parliament, and was one of 
those who sided most strongly against Charles the First. 

4. We cannot say much for the poetry of the time of James 
the First. Euphuism was still in fashion, but people were not 
so clever in using it as they had been in Elizabeth's time, or at 
least they thought far too much of the form and far too little of 
the meaning of their verses. Indeed some of the most elaborate 
poetry of that time has very little meaning, the language is so 
artificial and fanciful. Some of it is written in various shapes — 
such as wings, tables, pillars, trees — and as the lines must be 
made to fit into the shape, the meaning had to take its chance, 
and too often seems to have been left out. 

5. King James considered himself an author of some note, 
though few other persons thought so ; and his books are now 
never read except as curiosities. 



CHAPTER XII. 
THE CAVALIER POETS. 



1. The reign of Charles the First was a more exciting time in 
history than his father's reign had beeiL There were the ques- 
tions of Church difierences, growing ever more important ; and 
both Churchmen and Puritans were ready to suffer death for their 
faith. Then there arose the question of government, and two 
parties began to form — the one round the king, the other round 
the Parliament — both with widely different opinions, but each 
alike in this, that they were honest in these opinions, and ready 
to fight and die if need be, — the one side for their king, the 
other for the law. So most people put aside or forgot their own 
selfish cares, and thought of little else but these great matters. 
In all parties there were great and good men, and also poets and 
prose writers, who could put their feelings into action a.w.d yk^ 
verse or prose. 

2. The best kind of literature of tViat t\m^ ^«J& ^^ ^^"^ 
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song or lyric — ^that is, a poem meant to be sung. In those days 
most gentlemen, especially the Cavaliers, could play the lute 
or some other instrument, and many songs were made either to 
old tunes or to new ones. Some of these songs were religious, 
others were love -songs, others were patriotia The patriotic 
songs were of course of two kinds — those of the Cavaliers 
sang of love for their king ; those of the Soundheads told of 
love for their country and their country's laws. 

3. The most noted and perhaps the sweetest writer of the 
religious lyric was " holy Geobge Herbert," as he is often 
called. He was rector of Bemerton, near Salisbury ; and there 
one may still see the little church, opposite to which stood his 
house, and where every day he read service. A calm and 
happy life was led by the rector, his wife — ^who worked nearly 
as hard as her husband for the parish — and their three orphan 
nieces. But the happiness lasted only three years; for the 
good rector was consumptive, and little by little he had to lay 
aside his work and prepare for death. 

4. Some of his songs are very beautiful Most of them 
were written to the music of the lute ; for Herbert was a good 
musician, and was very fond of music. Henry Vaughan and 
others wrote religious verses, some almost as fine as Herbert's. 

5. Other poets, like the Cavalier Eichard Lovelace and Sir 

John Suckling, wrote songs of love and of war. In one about 

going to the wars, Lovelaxje shows that Cavaliers would forsake 

all for their king ; and he pleads forgiveness for leaving his lady, 

saying — 

** I could not love you, dear, so much, 
Loved I not honour more," — 

lines which are very well known. The Cavaliers, too, laughed at 

poverty and hardships suffered in the cause of the king. One 

writes thus : — 

** We do not suffer here alone — 

Though we are beggared, so *s the king ; 
'Tis sin to have wealth when he has none — 
Tush ! poverty's a royal thing." 

Another, after describing a scanty ^^luier ^^\. "Vidaic^ ^ Wwd of 
Jbungry troopers, writes merrily, — 
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'* We have not still the same : sometimes we may 
Eat muddy plaice, or wheat ; perhaps next day 
Red or white herrings, or an apple pie ; 
There's some variety in misery." 

Ending thus, — 

*'In the abundance of this want, you will 
Wonder perhaps how I can use my quill ? 
Troth I am like small birds, which now in spring. 
When they have nought to eat, do sit and sing.** 

6. Another sweet singer was a Royalist clergyman named 
Robert Herrick. He lost his living when the Commonwealth 
came into power. His songs are about beautiful women, chil- 
dren, flowers, and such subjects. The best known are called, To 
Daffodils, Gather tlie Rosehvdsy Twelfth Night, and Cherry Ripe, 

7. Most of the men on the side of the Parliament were less 
given to music and verse-making than the Cavaliers. Their 
feeling showed itself rather on the battle-fleld. One of their 
song-writers was honest, manly George Wither, who, when the 
war began, gave up his estate and his profession as a lawyer 
and raised a troop for the Parliament. Here are some verses 
that express his fearlessness : — 

" I care not though to all men known it were 
Both whom I love or hate, for none I fear. 
I care for no more time than will amount 
To do my work and make up my account ; 
I care for no more money than will pay 
The reckoning and the charges of the day ; 
And if I need not now, I will not borrow. 
For fear of wants that I may have to-morrow. 
My mind's my kingdom, and I will permit 
No other's will to have the rule of it, 
For I am free ; and no man's power, I know. 
Did make me thus, nor shall unmake me now. 
But through a spirit none can quench in me 
This mind I got, and this my mind shall be.'* 

Another of Wither's songs, which is still sometimes sung, is 

The Manly Heart, It begins, — 

'* Shall I, wasting in despair. 
Die because a woman 's fair ? 
Or make pale my cheeks witYi caxe 
'Gftuse another's rosy are V* 
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CHAPTER Xin. 
A PURITAN POET. 

1. The most beautiful songs of either Cavalier or Round- 
head pale before the glorious poem of a Puritan poet — John 
Milton, who in his old age, blindness, and poverty, wrote the 
grandest English epic poem. Paradise Lost What is an epic 
poem? Well, I shall explain that afterwards; but you will first 
want to hear a little of the early life and work of the poet 
Like the first great English poet — Chaucer — John Milton was a 
Londoner. He was bom in Cheapside near the end of the year 
1608. His boyhood was spent in a quiet, happy home. The 
father, a stanch Protestant, gained his living by writing or copy 
ing deeds — perhaps was a kind of lawyer. His wife was a deli- 
cate, gentle, and refined woman. There were two other children 
— a girl some years older than John, and a younger brother. It 
was probably a very musical household : for the father not only 
played and sang, but composed part songs ; and the poet-son 
shows a great love for music in many of his poems. 

2. From the age of twelve to sixteen Milton went to school 
at St. PauFs — the school founded by good John Colet, with the 
figure of the child Jesus above the door. The boy was very 
fond of his teacher there, and also of another master, Thomas 
Young, who had taught him until he went to school. Partly 
because of that, partly because he loved learning for its own 
sake, he studied very busily, often sitting up till late at night 
over his books ; which is always unwise, and which very likely 
helped to bring on his blindness. But he was a happy school-boy, 
though a busy one. His great school friend was an Italian boy, 
the son of a Protestant doctor who had to leave Italy because of 
his religion. When he was fifteen, Milton wrote a translation 
of a psalm, the version most of us know — 

'*Let us, with a gladsome mind, 
Praise the Lord, for he is kind." 

£fc also wrote a few Latin poemE at b^ooY. Ha wqjb always 
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fond of reading poetry, one of his favourite books being the 
" poets' poem," Spenser's Faerie Queene. 

3. At sixteen Milton went to Cambridge, where you may still 
see the mulberry tree beneath which he is said to have often 
read. For four years he was at college, studying Greek and 
Latin, French, Italian, and Hebrew. He knew then that he had 
the gift of writing poetry, and he meant to be a poet, though 
his father had intended him to be a clergyman ; but before writ- 
ing much, he resolved to prepare himself for good work in every 
possible way. He did not write much at college, but what he 
did write was full of promise. One poem was written to com- 
fort his sister on the death of her first little baby — assuring her 
that the fairest flower would bloom for her in God's garden, 
and bidding her 

"Think what a present thou to God hast sent, 
And render him with patience 'wVia.t\vft\eiAi,^^ 

4. Another poem, written during "NLiUoxC^ co^^^^ >c&fe "^^^ 
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the Hyrrni on the Morning of Christ^ a Nativity, Looking out 
on a dark Christmas morning on the snow-covered earth and 
on the sky, where the stars were still shining, Milton seems to 
have thought of the star of Bethlehem and the wise men whom 
it guided to Christ's manger-cradle, and he asks himself — 

" Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain 
To welcome Him to this His new abode ?" 

And SO he writes his hymn as a humble offering to greet his 
Lord. Another poem, written soon afterwards, is all about 
music, and shows that sin is the harsh noise that spoils the 
music of nature and mankind. 

5. Milton had resolved not to be a clergyman, giving as his 
reason thiat under the tyranny of the king and his minister 
Laud^ a clergyman was but their slave; and Milton felt he could 
not take the oath binding himself to obey their commands. 

6. He had been at college seven years, and now left to go 
to his father's country house at Horton, in Buckinghamshire. 
There he spent five years more, still preparing himself for his 
work as a poet — reding, studying, and now and then writing. 
He wrote a Latin poem to his father full of gratitude for all the 
care he had taken with his education, and for the wise advice 
he had given him. 

7. While Milton was at Horton he wrote three very beautiful 
poems — UAVegro, H Penseroso, and Lyddas ; also two masks — 
Arcades and Comus, The two first are companion pieces, 
showing the two moods or sides of man's nature — the merry 
mood, and the thoughtful or pensive mood. You know that 
allegro time in music is bright, cheerful. Both sides are necessary 
to the complete man or woman. We should soon tire of a 
person who is always merry, and just as soon of one who is 
always serious. We like best people who can be merry at one 
time and serious at another. Though most people have more 
of the one quality than the other in their nature, yet a few are 
quite evenly balanced, with just the right amount both of joy- 
fulness and thoughtfulness. 



I Laid, WiUUm, ArcbbWiop of CanUtbuty. ^otiiUn^\ ^\«A\^«>, 
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8. L' Allegro is called the child of Zephyr, the light morn- 
ing breeze, and Aurora, the dawn; while II Penseroso is the 
daughter of Saturn, father of the gods, and Vesta, the virgin 
goddess of fire and light. L' Allegro shows the bright, sunshiny 
side of Nature : early morning with the lark's song, the crow- 
ing of the cock, the sound of hound and horn following the 
hunt^ the blithe whistle of the ploughman, the milkmaid's 
merry note, and later on the merry church chimes, the glad 
greeting of friends, the dance, the telling of fairy stories, until 
bed-time ends the merry day. 

9. The time most befitting the thoughtful mood is the calm of 
evening. The sounds are the song of the nightingale and the 
tolling of the curfew. As night draws on, the poet pictures the 
thoughtful mood, finding pleasure in solitary study, watching 
the stars, or reading Plato or the old Greek poets, or Chaucer's 
tales, or with Spenser wandering through — 

"Forests and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear." 

The morning dawns in harmony with the mood — the sky 
wrapped in clouds, a gentle rain falling ; or if the sun shine 
out, the. man of thought seeks the shade of the solemn pine- 
wood, or takes refuge within the studious cloister's pala The 
music of the merry mood is— 

** Soft Lydian airs 

Of linked sweetness long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cimning, 
The melting voice through mazes running.** 

Better suited to the serious, thoughtful mood is the music of 

church and organ — 

"In service high, and anthems clear. 
As may with sweetness, through mine ear. 
Dissolve me into ecstasies, 
And bring all Heaven before mine eyes." 

10. The two masks, Arcades and ComuSy were written for 
the children of the Earl of Bridgewater, a near neighbour of the 
Miltons at Horton. The first consisted chiefly of a few son^., 
which were set to music by Milton's ixieii!^ "Ssarj \^^^5^^ 



70 A PURITAN POET. 

The childi^n acted the hiask in the garden in honour of their 
grandmother, the Countess of Derby, to whom, long before, 
Spenser had dedicated one of his poems. Comas was a much 
longer mask. It was acted at Ludlow Castle, the new home 
of the Earl of Bridgewater, who had been made President of 
Wales, as part of a great state festival given to all the country 
round the castle. Though the mask is bright and lively, 
being intencled to be acted by children, it is also meant to 
teach a lesson of purity and temperance to the people before 
whom it was performed ; for at that time it was the fashion to 
think it nianlj^ to drink too much wine. But others besides the 
Cavalier guests needed the lesson — the servants at the castle, 
who had got into bad, unruly ways. 

11. The play shows the Lady Alice, the Earl of Bridge water's 
daughter, and her two brothers wandering through a forest on 
their way to their father's home. The sister gets separated 
from her brothers, and falls into the hands of the reveller 
Comus, son of Bacchus the wine-god, and the enchantress Circe. 
Comus carries her ojff to his palace, and tries to tempt her to 
drink the enchanted cup, and so become like himself and his 
monster-followers. But Lady Alice will not be tempted either 
by that or by the other good things which Comus offers her, 
saying that this is not from ingratitude to God for these his 
gifts, but because she thinks " God would be better praised and 
thanked for all his gifts if each man had his proper share of 
them instead of a few having them all, and often never dream- 
ing of thanking God for them " 

12. Meanwhile the brothers are wandering in the forest, 
looking in vain for their sister. The elder is sure no harm can 
come to one so pure and good as his sister, and calms his 
younger brother's fears. Then the guardian angel appears and 
takes them to the palace of Comus, which they enter safe with 
the herb Christianity, just as Comus is again trying to make 
the Lady Alice drink from the enchanted glasa Rushing on 
Comus they drive him and his monsters from the palace, but 
cannot release the Lady Alice from the chain to which she is 
held hjr a magic spelL The guardian spirit says the brothers 
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should rather have bound Comus and seized his rod, which 
would have freed their sister ; but instead, by a song, he sum- 
mons the water-nymph Sabrina, the spirit of the Severn. The 
nymph appears singing — 

"By the rushy-fringed bank, 
Where grows the willow and the osier dank^ 

My sliding chariot stays ; 
Thick set with agate, and the aznm sheen 
Of turkois blue, and emerald green 
That in the channel strays ; 
Whilst from off the waters fleet. 
Thus I set my printless feet 

O'er the cowslip's velvet head. 
That bends not as I tread ; 
Grentle swain, at thy request 
I am here." 

By sprinkling water on the Lady Alice's breast and lips and 
hands, the nymph revives her; and the spirit guides the children 
to their parents, who await them in the castle. The mask ends 
with a stately, graceful dance, very different from the wild 
gambols of Comus and his crew. 

13. Just as Milton was setting out on his foreign travel, he 
heard of the death of his college friend, Edward King, who 
was drowned on his way from Chester to Ireland. Some of 
King's old college companions proposed to write a volume of 
verses about him, and though Milton had meant to write no 
more at that time, he could not refuse to perform the sad task. 
And so, in one of the most beautiful laments ever written, he 
describes his grief at the death of his friend. His poem is 
what is called a pastoral — that is, one in which the characters 
are represented as shepherds. He speaks of his dead friend 
as a shepherd Lycidas. The thoughts and language of the poem 
are very beautiful Here is one part where the poet bids the 
earth bring flowers and scatter them on the watery grave of 
Lycidas : — 

"Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies. 
The tufted crow-toe and pale jessamine. 
The white pink, and the pansy freak t with jet. 
The glowing violet, 
The musk-rose, and tlie we\l-att\Ted"wwid^a\3ftft\ 
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Wiih oowslips wttn that hang the pensiye head. 
And every flower that sad embroidery wears : 
Bid amaranthns all his beauty shed, 
And daffodillies fill their cups with tears.'' 

The poem closes with a pioture of his friend's life in heaven: — 

" In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love 
There entertain him all the saints above, 
In solemn troops, and sweet societies, 
That sing, and singing in their glory move ; 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes." 

14. In 1638 Milton went abroad and travelled for more than 
a year, chiefly in Italy. He spent much of his time in Florence 
and Borne, both cities most interesting to a poet and student. 
It was at Florence that the great Italian poets Dante, Petrarch, 
and Boccaccio had lived ; and both it and Bome are full of fine 
old buildings, beautiful pictures, and interesting associations 
with ancient history. Milton had meant to stay abroad much 
longer ; but just as he was starting for Greece, looking forward 
to seeing the places he had read so much about in Greek 
authors, he heard that the Civil War had broken out in England, 
and like a true patriot he hurried home. "For," he says, "I 
thought it base to be travelling for amusement abroad while my 
fellow-citizens were fighting for liberty at home." So Milton 
gave up his visit to Greece, and coming back to England, waited 
for a chance of helping on the side that he thought was right — 
that of Cromwell and the Parliament 

15. While he had been away his Italian friend, Charles 
Diodati, had died, and Milton never again found so good a 
friend. At home, too, things were changed. His &,ther had 
given up his liome at Horton, and had gone to live at Beading 
with his younger son. His sister, whom he had left a widow, 
liad married a second time. The poet, wishing to be near the 
other friends of the Parliament, went to London, and took a 
"pretty garden house." Here he had a number of pupils, two 
of them l)oing his sister's boys. For a time Milton laid aside 
his idea of writing a groat }K>em, and took up his pen in the 
cause of Parliament and freiniom of religion, freedom in print- 

lufi and such ouostiona as education and marriage. These 
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prose works gave Milton's honest opinions on these matters ; 
for thongh he was a Puritan and sided with the Parliament, he 
was not afraid to speak out his true opinions even when they 
were different from those of his party. 

16. The poet's brother sided with the king, and when Bead- 
ing fell into the hands of the Parliament, his home was broken 
up, and Milton's father came to London to live with his poet- 
son. Thus there was a large household of men with only 
servants to look after them, and a mistress was needed. Near 
Oxford there lived a Royalist gentleman named Mr. Powell, 
whose house Milton had often visited in his young days, join- 
ing in the fun which always reigned in that merry, hospitable 
family. It was to this house that he went in search of a wife, 
and he chose the daughter Mary, a young girl of eighteen. After 
her father's lively home, the girl-wife found her husband's quiet 
busy life and the household of students dull indeed ; and soon 
after the marriage, going home on a visit, she fell into the old 
merry life again, and refused to return to her husband. But when 
the king's cause failed, and old Mr. Powell was nearly ruined, 
the cheerful home was broken up ; and one night when Milton 
visited a friend, to his great surprise his wife appeared before 
him, asking him to forgive her and take her back to him. He 
took not only his wife but her parents to his home, and they 
seem to have lived very happily together until his wife died. 

17. Meanwhile the struggle between the king and Parlia- 
ment had ended in the execution of Charles the First. A very 
learned Frenchman wrote a book accusing the English people of 
murdering their king, and summoned the nation to answer the 
charge before the people of Europe. At that time Milton was 
in ill-health. His eyes had always been weak, and he had not 
spared them in study. He had completely lost the sight of 
one. But when the Council of State came and asked him to 
write their defence, he did not refuse, though the doctor told 
him the work would cost him the sight of the other eye. And 
it did. But the Defence was a brave piece of work, written 
entirely in Latin. Some people said that Milton's blindness 
y(^ a ludgment on him for defending a irvxxT^^t \ \svx\*^^fi3^^f55v. 
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nobly answered them that he did not regret his blindness, since 
it only gave him a greater claim on God's love and protection, 
speaking of his affliction not as the shutting out of light, but as 
the darkness beneath God's sheltering wings. 

18. His blindness and the death of his wife came near to- 
gether, and the poet was left with his three little motherless 
girls, one just a baby. About that time he was appointed 
Cromwell's foreign secretary, his great knowledge of Latin 
making him well fitted for the post. A young poet, Andrew 
Marvell,^ his assistant, was able to do all the mere writing work. 

19. Milton married a second time ; but in a year his wife died, 
and again the poet was left alone with his three young children. 

20. When Cromwell died, and his son ruled so weakly that 
people spoke of having the Stuarts back again, Milton wrote 
strongly advising the people not to do so. These were his last 
political writings, for a Stuart king was brought back in 1660 ; 
and for a time Milton was, as you may imagine, in great 
danger. But though his Deferice was burned by the hangman, 
Milton himself escaped, and lived calmly, though in poverty, 
in Bunhill Fields. He suffered from gout ; but in spite of his 
blindness and pain, he was able to write the great poem that 
he liad planned. For a time he had some difficulty in making 
up his mind what subject he should choose. He thought of 
King Arthur among others, but at last chose Fa/radise Lost 

21. We sometimes wonder why God allowed Adam to dis- 
obey him, and fall into sin and unhappiness in which all the 
world has shared. Milton in his poem answers that question 
and many others. He shows that God made both man and the 
angels free to obey him or disobey him ; for if not, if they 
had all been obliged to obey him, there would have been no 
value in their obedience. It would not show either love or a 
sense of duty as f nH> obedience does. As the angel Raphael 
explained to Adam, both angels and men are happy so long 
as tliey obey : — 

1 ABdnwltorT«lL HebocameMemlMr I tnuy Goperament in Bnfflaiid." Barn 
of PsiriiMnent for Hull, and wrote « pow«r- 16:^); died 167& 
iW pnm tn»U9e oa ** Voptry and Aibi- ( 
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'* Myself and all th^ angelic hoet that stand 
In sight of Grod enthroned, our happy state 
Hold, as you yours, while our obedience holds ; 
On other surety none ; freely we serve. 
Because we freely love, as in our will 
To love or not." 

22. It is only loving obedience, not forced, that God cares for. 
But both angels and men disobeyed. Satan and his com- 
panions disobeyed God, and were driven out of heaven; and in 
revenge he resolved to bring sin into the new world which God 
had made. So he goes to Adam and Eve in the happy garden 
of Eden, and, disguised as a serpent, tempts Eve to eat the for- 
bidden fruit Then they are driven, weeping, from the garden. 
But God seeing their repentance, promises them forgiveness; 
for in heaven, at a great meeting of the angels, God's Son had 
himself offered to suffer death for the sins of the world, and 
God had accepted the offer. Through the whole poem, which 
is a very long one, Milton has one great purpose — to 

" Assert Eternal Providence, 
And justify the ways of God to men." 

23. All epic poems must, like his, have one great subject, 
must begin right in the midst of the action, and show the con- 
sequences of the great event described. * Milton's Paradise Lost 
fulfils all these conditions, and so is a true epic. It is written 
in blank verse ; and all through the different books are beau- 
tiful passages descriptive of places and people. Some, very 
grand but very awful, describe Satan and the rebel angels 
standing on the burning plain ; others tell of Adam and Eve 
and their lovely garden home, and sometimes even of heaven 
itself and the angel hosts. 

24. Milton got very little money for this grand poem. And 
perhaps it was not much read at the time it was published ; but 
now every one who loves good poetry reads it, and many people 
go to it again and again, ever finding out fresh beauties. The 
sound of the verses is like that of grand organ music, and even 
when we cannot quite understand the meaning we like to hear 
the poem read. 
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25. A friend to whom Milton lent Paradise Lost before 
it was published, when he returned it, said, '' Thou hast said 
much here of 'Paradise Lost,' but what hast thou to say of 
* Paradise Found' ?" This led to Milton's writing Paradise Be- 
gainedy in which he describes Christ's life on earth and tempta- 
tions on the mount, showing how by his victory over sin and 
death Christ won back for mankind a chance of Paradise. 

26. Milton also wrote many fine sonnets, and a drama called 
Samson Agonistes — that is, Samson the wrestler. He shows us 
the Samson of the Bible struggling against the Philistines ; and 
perhaps he meant to show also that though the Puritans, like 
Samson, had been shorn of their strength and had ^dlen, yet, 
like Samson, they had done their work. As Samson, when 
he leant against the pillars of the house of Gaza, perished with 
his enemies, so the cause of the Puritans had been overcome. 
Yet they had pulled down the pillars of tyrannical government, 
and God would still carry on the war they had begun for truth 
and freedom. 

27. Such were the wonderful songs of the blind old singer. 
His life was nearly over ; yet up to the last it was one of the 
highest enjoyment of noble work. His days were spent 
simply and peacefully. His daughters or friends read to him 
his beloved Greek and Latin and Hebrew books. His wife 
sang to him ; while even in his blindness the po^t still played 
the organ or sang the grand old hymns. His mornings were 
spent dictating his poems to his daughters, and his evenings in 
pleasant talk with his friends. In the year 1674, at the age of 
sixty-six, he passed away to the higher life for which his life on 
earth had been one long preparation. 



CHAPTER XIV. 
THBEE GBEAT PBEAGHEBS. 

1. You have seen how from the time of Henry the Eighth and 
the Reformation in England there had been much discussing, 
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and writing, and fighting for religion. The strife still con- 
tinued through the time of Charles the First and the Civil 
War, during the Commonwealth, and after the restoration of 
Charles the Second. In one way it was a good sign, as it 
showed how important the English people had begun to con- 
sider their religion; but it was certainly very sad that there 
should be want of union and such bitterness of feeling between 
different parties. Each of these religious parties thought itself 
right and all the others wrong, and tried to force its opinions 
on all the rest. 

2. There were a few good men who wrote against the folly 
of acting thus, and tried to prove to people that they could 
love God without hating their brethren. One of these was a 
Churchman, Jeremy Taylor. He was the son of a barber at 
Cambridge, and was bom in 1613. He went first to the Free 
School ; but when he was thirteen he entered the University as a 
poor scholar. He must have worked hard, to keep himself and 
also to take his degree. At twenty years of age he entered the 
Church; and soon afterwards, at the desire of a college friend of 
his, went for a time to lecture instead of his friend at St. Paul's 
in London. His fine sermons soon brought large numbers to 
hear him. Archbishop Laud even sent for Taylor to preach 
before him, and was so pleased with him that he made him a 
fellow of Oxford University. The Bishop of London gave him 
a living in Uppingham,^ and for five years Taylor lived quietly 
there with his wife. 

3. When the Civil War broke out he left his home and 
went to be the king's chaplain at Oxford ; and in the same 
year his wife died. When the Royalist army was in Wales, 
Taylor was taken prisoner and was kept there for some time. 
Even when he was set free, he decided to remain in Wales, 
and along with another clergyman took a house and started a 
school in Caermarthenshire. Here Jeremy Taylor married 
as his second wife a lady who had some property near his 
new homa They seem to have led a quiet, happy life, with 

1 Uppingh'im, in EutlftudahlTe. 



78 THREE GREAT PREACHERS. 

the school work in the morning, the afternoon and evening for 
quiet reading or thought, and pleasant friends near to talk 
with. Those friends were Lord and Lady Carbery of Golden 
Grove, the largest house near the Taylors. Lord Carbery, 
though a Royalist, had been allowed to retire after the battle 
of Marston Moor. His first wife was a kind, good lady, and a 
true friend to Taylor ; his second was the Lady Alice, daugh- 
ter of the Earl of Bridge water, of whose purity and gentleness 
Milton has given us a picture in his Comua, 

4. While Jeremy Taylor was living this quiet life in Wales, 
bis thoughts were busy with the religious struggles of the times. 
He saw that it was impossible that all Christians should think 
alike except on a few great points; and yet he did not see 
why the English Church should not be wide enough to embrace 
every sect, and leave all men liberty of holding their own 
opinions on little matters, so long as they led good lives and 
were honest about great matters. So he wrote a book called 
Liberty of Propliesying^ proposing that all who believed the 
Apostles' Creed should be received into the National Church, 
and that each man should be allowed to keep to his own meaning 
of the Scriptures. Thus he who had been persecuted taught 
that there should be no persecution in the Christian Church. 

5. Some years afterwards he wrote another book, The Life of 
Christy the Great Exemplar ^ showing that a holy life after the 
pattern of the most beautiful life ever lived on earth was of 
more importance than striving about differences of opinion. 
Two other little books which Jeremy Taylor wrote are called 
Holy Living and Holy Dying, One showed how the busiest, 
most active life could be one of obedience to God; and the 
other was intended to help those who were sick or old to pre- 
pare for deatL The writing in these is very beautiful — quite 
like poetry in parts, with a fine musical rhythm. 

6. The sermons which he preached before Lord and Lady 
Carbery and their neighbours in Wales were also printed and 
published, as was also a little book of prayers called, after 

Ijord Carbery'a house. The Golden Grove. Some of Taylor's 
works were written while lie waa m '^ti'soti. "^^ ^^s^ "^rKlQe 
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imprisoned for holding to the cause of the iing. But the last 
part of Jeremy Taylor's life was passed in honour. In 1658 
he went to Ireland as lecturer at Lisburn ;^ and after the 
Restoration the good old Royalist was made Bishop of Down, 
and afterwards of Dromore. We may be sure that in Ireland, 
as in Wales, he carried out his preaching in his life He died 
in 1667, the year in which Milton published Paradise Lost. 

7. While Jeremy Taylor was preaching and writing for the 
upper classes of England, at least for those of thought and 
culture, a poor tinker had been getting into trouble for trying 
to help his poor, rough fellow-men to better lives. God had 
given John Bunyan, as well as Jeremy Taylor, good work to do 
for him ; and each work, though different from the other, was 
needed, and was the work each was best suited to do. John 
Bunyan, the tinker-preacher, was born in 1628 in Bedfordshire. 
He did not go to school very long, for his father taught him 
his own trade of mending kettles and pans, and little John 
became a tinker. But when the Civil War broke out, John 
left the tinkering and became a soldier, very likely fighting on 
the king's side. 

8. When the Royalists were defeated and the army was 
broken up, Bunyan returned home, and married a good woman, 
who brought him no marriage portion but two books, left her 
by her parents. These books. The Plain MarCs Pathway to 
Heaven, and The Practice of Piety, John read ; and he began to 
feel troubled about the careless, good-for-nothing life he had 
hitherto led. But the old ways were easier, and he still kept 
on in the same careless fashion, only that it somehow did not 
seem to satisfy him as it had done before. And one day when 
he was tinkering in Bedford he overheard some poor women 
who were sitting at a door in the sunshine talking of God, and 
their simple, quiet joy and faith set the poor tinker thinking 
more than ever of higher things. That night he dreamt that 
he saw those poor women upon a sunny mountain slope, closed 
in by a high wall, which shut him out. But he went round 

1 tisbnm, in County AnttVm. 
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and round until ho found a very narrow gap, and with much 
difficulty ho squoozod himself through into the glorious sun- 
MhinOy and sat down beside the poor women, comforted with 
tho light and heat of the sun. 

9. Perhaps ho went back and listened again to the poor 
wonion. At any rate he got to know their clergyman, a man 
who had once boon a gay Cavalier, but who had been nearly killed 
in tho war, and had lost his property. Sobered by these things, 
ho had begun, like Bunyan, to iind his easy, careless life distaste- 
ful, and HO had sought to lead a higher life, and afterwards to 
help others in doing tho same. You can imagine that a min- 
ister like this would easily understand all Bunyan's doubts 
and temptations. But after a time the pastor's patience and 
Bunyan's perseverance won the day. As his faith became 
more and more real to him, he too began to try to help the 
poor people around him, many of whom were leading the same 
tvj7d life that ho had led before. Tho\ig\i Yiq "vr^a »xi >u3LQducated 
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man, he had plenty of good sense, and could no doubt amuse 
as well as instruct his listeners by his bright, fanciful stories ; 
besides, he understood the lives and temptations of the people 
to whom he preached. Yet he says, " In fear and trembling 
he set himself to this work, and did according to his power 
preach the gospel that Grod had shown him.'' 

10. When Charles the Second became king a new act was 
passed requiring all people to worship as the king and his min- 
isters bade them ; and also another forbidding any meetings of 
more than five persons for religious purposes. The Five-Mile Act 
forbade any preaching, other than that approved of by the act, 
within five miles of any town. Many ministers gave up their 
churches rather than promise to obey these commands. Bunyan 
did not quite give up preaching, but had to preach in secret, in 
the woods or out in the open country. One night, when he was 
holding a farewell meeting of his congregation, he was arrested, 
and when he refused to promise to give up preaching he was 
sent to prison. For more than twelve years he was kept in 
Bedford JaiL At first he felt it terribly hard to be separated 
from his wife and children, especially one poor little blind girl. 
He writes of her as "my poor, blind child, who lay nearer my 
heart than all I had besides. Poor child, thought I, what 
sorrow art thou like to have for thy portion in this world ! 
Thou must be beaten, suffer hunger, cold, nakedness, and a 
thousand calamities, though I cannot now endure the wind 
shoidd blow on thee." 

11. But after a while Bunyan began to take comfort again. 
His wife and children and friends were allowed to come to see 
him, and he was even allowed to go out for a few hours at a 
time. His good wife made many an effort to free him, going 
to the judges and even walking to London to seek his pardon ; 
but in vain. Meanwhile Bunyan passed the time in reading his 
Bible and other books. A shoemaker used to lend him books, 
perhaps among others some of Plato's works, and also the 
first book of The Faerie Queene, This may have given Bun- 
yan the idea of writing The Pilgrim^ s Progress ; onl^ vci&tftaA. 
of knights and ladies of The Faerie Quccuc -w^ 'Vv^'^^ ^\\k^^ 
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country folk, such as the people Banyan preached to at Bed- 
ford 

12. Most young persons love to read The PUgrim^s Progress, 
I know one boy whose favourite book it was, and who before 
he was seven years old had read it again and again. It ^& 
like a beautiful fairy tale, as you go with Christian through 
all his adventures on his way to the Celestial City — ^plunge 
through the Slough of Despond, tarry in the Interpreter's 
House, climb the Hill Difficulty, sojourn in the Palace Beauti- 
ful, pass through the Yalley of Humiliation, slaying the 
mighty dragon, and so on through the Yalley of the Shadow 
of Death and the temptations of Vanity Fair, where Chris- 
tian's companion Faithful is burned at the stake, on by a 
pleasant river till Giant Despair pounces on the pilgrims and 
carries them off to his castle; then when Christian and his 
comrade Hopeful escape, on to the Delectable Mountains, 
where good shepherds feed their flocks, past the Enchanted 
Ground, until, escaping from Giant Despair and Doubting 
Castle, they enter the Land of Beulah, the country where 
the sun shines day and night. At last they cross the dark 
waters of Death, and are led by two "shining ones" to the 
gates of the Celestial City ; and the gates close, and the dream 
is over. 

13. Some parts of The Pilgrim^ s Progress are, of course, 
more beautiful than others; for instance, the fine description 
of what Christian saw in the Interpreter's House. He is 
taught by means of pictures. One was that of a maid sweep- 
ing a room : the dust flies all about, but as she sprinkles the 
floor with water, the dust vanishes and the room is clean. The 
dusty room is tlie wicked heart of man ; the water is the sweet 
influence of the gospel, which can make that heart clean 
Another picture is that of two little children sitting in their 
ohaira One is gentle and good and quiet That is Patience. 
The other one. Passion, kicks and cries and struggles for some 
good things lie has btH?n promised ; and when at last he gets 
money brought him, he ^^-astes it^ and so has nothing left but 

mga, PAaaian ia meant to repreaent ^^qo\\« "v^Viq ^^iraavt all their 
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happiness in this life; Patience, the man who looks for his 
best things in the after-life. 

14. Another very interesting part is where Christian enters 
the Palace Beautiful, which is very like Spenser*s House of 
Holiness, both representing the perfect Church. The three 
ladies who receive Christian are called Piety, Prudence, and 
Charity. Just as Obedience took the knight to "a goodly 
lodge " and " easie bed," so Christian is taken to a " large upper 
chamber, whose window opened towards the sun-rising, and the 
name of the chamber was Peace." Next morning, like the 
knight. Christian is armed for the fight with the dragon. His 
armour is the same — the Breastplate of Righteousness, the 
Shield of Faith, the Sword of the Spirit, the Helmet of the 
Hope of Salvation, and a weapon called All-Prayer. 

15. You can easily imagine what a favourite book Tlie 
PUgrMa Progress would become with the poor people for 
whom it was written. It has been translated into all the 
languages of Europe ; and perhaps no book, except the Bible, 
has been read by a larger number of people. Bunyan wrote 
another part, telling the story of Christian's wife, Christiana, 
and her children, with their guide, Mr. Greatheart. They, too, 
go by the narrow way to the Celestial City ; but they do not 
fall into the dangers through which Christian passed. It de- 
scribes the quieter home life of woman and children, not the 
busy life full of temptations into which the man Christian had 
to go. Bunyan wrote another allegory called The Uoly War — 
the war between good and evil in man's heart ; but it is not 
such a favourite as The PilgrMs Progress, 

16. At length, when the Declaration of Indulgence once more 
allowed freedom to all preachers, Bunyan was released from 
jail, and became minister of the Baptist church in Bedford. 
He was often asked to go to larger churches in London, but 
would not leave his own people, except now and then for a 
day to preach there. He was going on from Beading to Lon- 
don, after making peace between a father and son who had 
quarrelled, when he was caught in a heavy rain-shower. The 
chill brought on a fever; and he died at \vv& liwAotv ixv^-^^^ 
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honse in 1688. He was buried in Bunhill Fields, where Milton 
used to liva 

17. A third preacher and writer who suffered persecution foi 
his faith was Richard Baxter. He was a delicate boy, but 
began early to study for the Church. He was ordained, and 
preached in the villages near Dudley,^ where he kept a school 
For sixteen years he preached to the people of Kidderminster,^ 
as their vicar was ill ; but he still begged that the vicar might 
live on at the vicarage and get the larger portion of the salary. 
Baxter made a great change in the town of Kidderminster. 
It had been a very wicked place when he went, but in a few 
years he had made it quite a decent, orderly town. 

18. Cromwell asked Baxter to come and be chaplain to 
his troop of Ironsidea At first Baxter refused, being inclined 
toward the king's side ; but he afterwards went, and remained 
as chaplain to the regiment for two years. He tried to get the 
soldiers to dispute less about religious differences; and later, 
when he was ill and left alone with a servant in Derbyshire, he 
wrote a book called The Saints^ Everlasting Rest, in which he 
urged people to think more of living a life of love on earth, and 
of preparing for the life that is to come, than of disputing about 
their special opinions. 

19. When he recovered, Baxter returned to Kidderminster, 
and tried to get different religious parties there to unite. He 
was also called to the great conference of bishops and Puritan 
preachers after the Restoration, when they tried to settle on^ 
one Church for all the English people, and he no doubt was 
disappointed when nothing came of it. When the Act of Uni- 
formity was passed, Baxter, being a Puritan, had to give up 
his living at Kidderminster. With his good, brave wife he 
went to Acton,2 and there he was imprisoned for preaching in 
his own house to some friends. His wife went with him to 
prison. In King James the Second's reign he was again im- 
prisoned for eighteen months for writing about the persecution 
of the Puritans. When William the Third became king, Baxter 

1 Dudley and JC/dderminster, in Wor- 1 2 Aoton, in Middlesex. 
oettenbln. \ 
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went to London, and was allowed to live in peace. In his last 
ilbess his friends wrote that he was then " almost in heaven," 
so beautiful was his example of the life of faith. 



CHAPTER XV. 
FBENCH FASHIONS IN LITERATURE. 

1. You may remember that for a time Italian literature was 
in great favour in England, and that English poets, such as 
Chaucer, Surrey, Sidney, and Spenser, studied it and borrowed 
some of its forms. Now French literature and style came into 
fashion. During his exile Charles the Second had spent much 
of his time in France, and he and his courtiers brought a great 
many French fashions with them into England. The French 
language was at that time just becoming settled. A number 
of ladies and gentlemen had formed a society called the Acad- 
emy,i in which they proposed to study elegance of language, 
making rules of style, and settling what words should be con- 
sidered pure French. They made a dictionary and a grammar, 
and the people began to write plays and poems according to 
rules borrowed from Greek poets and play-writers. 

2. You can easily imagine that though the result might be 
very elegant, and might suit the French taste and character, it 
would seem unnatural in English to English men and women. 
Yet it was the fashion set by the court ; and Shakespeare and 
Milton, who had not obeyed such rules, were voted coarse and 
barbarous. The plays of the Elizabethan dramatists were no 
longer played in the theatres, and English poetry had to be 
written in what is called poetic diction — that is, in finely 
sounding Latinized words, quite different from those that would 
naturally rise to the lips when one felt deeply. The subjects 
chosen, too, were artificial ; and indeed for a time English 
literature resembled rather the stiff French style of gardening, 

1 The Academy, founded hy Cardinal i group otac&dem\e&\u[^\A^\>iA«t^«Tiva^v 
BlchelJan in 1687. It now forma one of a of tlie Inalitale ol Ytvasa. 
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with formal flower-beds, and the trees clipped into fantastic 
shapes and figures, than the sweet old English gardens, with 
all manner of flowers growing in wild profusion. 

3. Still, it became the fashion to admire the French style 
only, and people who knew the rules of French literature, 
though they could not write a line of good poetry, would set 
themselves up as critics of poets like Chaucer and Shake- 
speare, and turn away in disgust when they found they had 
obeyed no other rules than those of truth and humanity and 
true genius. Other critics, who were clever, though not very 
kind, wrote smart mockeries of literature that broke the French 
rules — satires, such poems were called ; and though satire is 
often very useful, it is hurtful when it is overdone, and used in 
scorn of what is really good. 



CHAPTER XVI. 
JOHN DBTDEH. 

1. In the crowd of writers carried away by the new fashion 
was one really great poet, whom it is sad to see among 
them. His name was John Dryden. He was the son of 
a Puritan clergyman, and was bom in the parsonage of Ald- 
wincle, in Northamptonshire. He went to Westminster School, 
the headmaster of which. Dr. Busby, was famed for thrashing 
knowledge into his scholars. Dryden gained a scholarship, 
which took him to Cambridge. Just after he took his degree 
his father died, so at once Dryden had to plunge into the 
world. His first verses were written on Cromwell's death, 
and are called Heroic Stanzas on the Death of Oliver Crom- 
well, Perhaps Dryden had met the great Protector, as the 
cousin with whom the young poet lived in London was Lord 
Chamberlain, and a great friend of Cromwell's. It seems 
rather strange that Dryden's next poem should be one of weir 
come to Charles the Second on his restoration. 
-2 With the return of King CViaTW wid YiYi courtiers the 
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theatres were again opened, and there arose a demand for what 
are called "heroic" plays, since people of fashion pretended that 
Shakespeare's were too coarse for their French taste. These 
heroic plays were stories of court life and plots. The characters 
were kings, queens, and great nobles ; and that the scenery and 
dresses might be as grand as possible, generally an Eastern 
court was chosen as the scene of the. play. Such plays were 
written in ten-syUabled rhymed verse, called heroic measure. 
Dryden was eager to make money by his profession, and 
here seemed an opening : he set about writing heroic plays. 
His first he wrote with Sir Robert Howard. It was called 
The Indian Queen^ and was a great success. While they were 
busy with it, the two writers spent some time at Charlton, the 
home of Sir Robert Howard's father, the Duke of Berkshire, 
and there Dryden made acquaintance with Elizabeth Howard, 
his friend's sister, whom he married soon afterwards. 

3. For a time the theatres wer^ closed on «k/cicjcsv«^ A *^^ 
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GntA FiAgae. azui Diydiai &Di liis wi£& fled to Charitcm. 
WliOe therer Drydoi wma bcsv wiih a poem called Amnu Mir- 
a&tZuy or The Year of Wocd-=rsL It was indeed a year of 
marrda — first ihe PLagrse. then the Great I^re. then a sea-fight 
with the Dutch. At Charttoc. Drrden alao diacosBed with his 
friend Sir Bofaert Howard whether blank vwse or rhyme was 
better snited for plaja. and otho* matters connected with the 
Frendi style of drama. Dryden put the discossions into an 
Emay <m Dramatic Poefie. 

i. When the theatres were c^ned again, Dryden continned 
to write heroic plays. The Duke of Buckingham wrote a very 
funny play mocking that kind of drama, and showing how 
absurd it was. Yet it was still the fashion, and Dryden's heroic 
{^ys were very popular, and brought him in plenty of money ; 
whOe Milton's Samson Agonigtes^ a real heroic play, attracted 
scarcely any notice. 

5. After the Duke of Buckingham's mockery of the heroic 
play, Dryden wrote only one mora Indeed, the taste for such 
works began to die ont^ Dryden must always have felt that he 
was not doing so good work as he might have done, but was 
only working for money and to please a passing fetshion. For a 
time he took to political writing. His great political work was 
a kind of allegory, a poem called Absalom and AchUophd. It 
was about the Duke of Monmouth's rebellion, and all the char- 
acters were people of the time. Absalom was the Duke of 
Monmouth, the ungrateful son turning against his father. By 
David, Charles the Second was meant ; Achitophel, the crafty 
counsellor, was the Earl of Shaftesbury, who sided with Mon- 
mouth. It was published without Dryden's name, and was 
very widely read. Perhaps Dryden hoped that his poem would 
influence the sentence against Shaftesbury, who was just then 
accused of high treason. But Shaftesbury was set free, and a 
medal was struck in honour of the event. This gave Dryden 
a title for his new satire. The Medal, 

6. For a time after that Dryden was busy mocking a rather 
ioo]\»]\ poet called Shadwell, who had answered the satire called 

/^ J/cfM ; but fortunately \\e did wot s^^ivd much time on SQ 
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wortMess an object. Dryden, who had hitherto been a Puritan 
in religion, now went over to the Roman Catholic Church, 
and wrote several religious poems. One, praising the Roman 
Catholic Church, is called The Hind and Panther, The spotless 
milk-white hind represents the Romish Church ; the panther, 

" The noblest next the hind. 
And fairest creature of the spotted kind," 

is the Church of England ; the bear is the Independent religion ; 
the wolf, the Presbyterian; and so on. The lion trying to 
protect the hind is James the Second, who, as you know, was a 
Roman Catholic, and tried to force his religion on the English 
peopla The animals are made to walk and talk together, 
discussing religion. 

7. When William and Mary came to the English throne, 
Dry den lost his office as poet-laureate, and his enemy Shadwel] 
got the post It must have been hard for the poet to find 
himself neglected and no longer needed; but he still worked 
bravely on at translations, or play- writing, or whatever he could 
get to do. His best-known poem, quite a short one, was writteu 
Dear the end of his life. It is the Ode for St Cecilia's Day^ 
generally called Alexander's Feast St. Cecilia is the patron 
saint of music. People say she invented the organ, and played 
it so beautifully that an angel used to come down from heaven 
to listen to it. There was a musical society in England which 
gave a festival on St. Cecilia's day, and it was this society that 
asked Dryden to write the ode. He says it was troublesome 
to him to do ; but he did it well, and was glad to hear after- 
wards that people thought it the best of all his poems. In 
this fine work he shows the power of music over the great 
conqueror Alexander. 

8. Dryden, though now quite an old man, had still to write 
very busily, because of the illness of his eldest son, which added 
to his expenses. Yet the unselfish father wrote : " If it please 
God that I die of overstudy, I cannot spend my life better than 
in preserving his." So Dryden made a bargain with a publisher 
to write ten thousand verses, These veTsea ^^x^ <:aJ^fe^i FoR^^ 
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in Verse. Some were translated from Latin and Italian, others 
were stories from Chaucer. At the beginning of the book 
Dryden said how sorry he now was for any evil things he had 
put into his early plays, and hoped his enemy who attacked 
him about it would accept his repentance. 

9. Dryden's favourite resort for a long time had been a place 
called Will's Coffee-house. Coffee-houses in those days were 
what clubs are now — places where gentlemen used to meet to 
read the papers and discuss the news. Will's was where 
young poets and authors especially used to gather. There 
Dryden went every afternoon, and he always found his chair 
set ready in the warmest comer in winter, and by the balcony 
in summer. The younger writers gathered around his chair, 
eager to hear him talk ; while the old poet was always in- 
terested in the new writers, ever ready to welcome and help 
them. 

10. The old man's last work was done for his invalid son's 
sake. He wrote some verses to be said before and after a 
mask which was to be performed, and his son was to have 
the profit of the third night. Three weeks after that the poet 
died, on May-day 1700. 



CHAPTER XYH. 
TWO SCHOLARS OF THE RESTORATION PERIOD. 

1. Just about the time of Dryden, there was a warm dis- 
cussion in England over some very important questions — such 
questions as who gave kings and rulers their authority over 
the people and the laws of a country. This had been a hot 
question since the days of Charles the First ; and the Civil War 
and Commonwealth had not settled it. Other questions were 
as to whether the State should decide the customs of society. 
Still another was why God, who is a wise and good ruler, 
should allow evil and misery to exist in the world. Then, too, 
j^zace Bacon had proposed that we should learn the things of 
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nature only by observing and experimenting, people began to 
hold that Plato was wrong in saying that we brought certain 
knowledge and ideas of good and the beautiful into the world 
with us, and that we had no knowledge but what we gained 
by experienca 

2. One of the wisest men of the time wrote a good deal 
about these matters. His name was John Locke. He was bom 
ten years before the Civil War broke out, just when Charles 
the First was provoking his subjects by breaking the laws 
of the country, which he should have obeyed as well as they. 
So even as a little boy Locke would hear such things talked 
about as the trial of Hampden ^ for refusing to pay ship- 
money ; as the departure of the Puritans for America in the 
Mayfiower; as the refusal of the Scottish people to use the 
English Prayer-book. Then the little boy would ask why his 
father left home to go and fight for Parliament against the 
king, so that he would begin early to think about the rights 
of the people and the rights of kings. When he left West- 
minster School and went to Oxford, he read Bacon's works, and 
began to try Bacon's new plan of getting knowledge by obser- 
vation and experiment in the natural sciences, which he studied 
in order to become a physician. 

3. Locke was not a physician for very long, as one of his 
patients (a nobleman, who afterwards became Earl of Shaftes- 
bury) advised him to give up physic and take to politics. So, 
although he was always fond of natural science, and became a 
member of the Royal Society, ^ Locke gave up his practice as a 
doctor and went to live with his friend and take charge of the 
education of Lord Ashley's ^ only son. When Lord Shaftesbury 
was banished from England for proposing that James, Duke of 
York, should not be made king, Locke went with his friend 
and patron to Holland, and remained there even after Lord 
Shaftesbury died, until William the Third came to the throne. 



1 Hampden, John, a famous English 
patriot. Born 1504; died 1643. *' Ship- 
money ** was a tax levied by the king for 
the alleged maintenance ot his navy. 

9 Royal Society, founded in 1660, for 



the promotion of mathematical and phy- 
sical science. 
3 Lord Ashley. He heoame Earl ot 
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when he returned to his native land in one of the ships 
sent to bring over Queen Mary. He was given a government 
office, and lived very happily with some kind, clever friends in 
Essex. 

4. While he was in Holland, Locke had written some Latin 
Letters concerning Toleration, showing that the rule of Christ's 
Church should be love, and not sameness of opinion. He said 
no Church was entitled to persecute people and deny them the 
right of worshipping God as they pleased. While he was living 
in Essex, Locke wrote an answer to a book published by the 
followers of James the Second. Of course, these people wanted 
James still to be king, and wrote saying that God gave the 
king his power, just as he gave a father the right to rule his 
children, and that the people could not take it away. Locke 
answered this, and wrote some other works about government, 
showing that no government or king had the right to tax 
people without their consent, as that was taking their property 
from them. 

5. About that time Locke finished a great work. An Essay 
concerning Human Understanding, which he had begun to write 
in Holland. In it he tried to show that there were some 
things about which we could never be quite certain, and it was 
better not to discuss them. He did not think, like Plato, that 
we brought ideas into the world with us, but held that all our 
knowledge was got by our senses, or gained for us by other 
people in the same way ; and by thinking on these things the 
mind could get new ideas, but not certain knowledge Even 
our knowledge of God is, he said, got in this way from the 
wonders and wisdom of the world around us. In the last years 
of his life Locke gave up his government office, and spent much 
time earnestly studying the Bible, which he believed to be God's 
own revelation. He wrote a work on Christianity, and another 
on St. Paul's Epistles. 

6. Meanwhile another patient worker was following Bacon's 
method, and studying nature by experiment. This was SiE 
Isaac Newton. He was bom ten years after Locke — the 

/TOW tie Civil War broke out (1642). He studied mathe- 
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matics at Cambridge, and made a great many useful discoveries 
about finding out the distances and measuring the movements 
of the heavenly bodiea He also used to make lenses ; and one 
day, when looking at the colours of light passing through a 
prism, he discovered that a beam of light is composed of seven 
different colours. If you look at light through a prism you will 
see that this is true^ 

7. But Newton's great discovery was that of the law of grav- 
itation, which means that all larger bodies draw smaller ones 
to themselves. That is why an apple falls to the ground, 
unless it is attached in some way so as not to fall Indeed, 
it is said that it was while sitting in an orchard and seeing 
an apple fall to the ground that Newton first thought of the 
law. Newton's great work was written in Latin. Its English 
title is, The Principles of Natural Philosophy. He also wrote 
a work on light ; and after his death a book on the prophecies 
of Holy Scripture was published from notes he had made in 
his diligent Bible-reading. Both he and Lock.e were earnest 
students of the Bibla Though Newton was such a very wise 
and clever man, yet he was very humble, as all really wise 
men are, and at his death he said, " To myself I seem to have 
heen as a child picking up stones on the sea-shore, while the 
great ocean of truth lay unexplored before me." What he 
meant was that all his discoveries and knowledge were very 
small compared with all that was to be discovered and known. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE AUTHOR OF "ROBINSON CRUSOE." 

1. Since peace had been restored in England, and the great 
struggle for religious and political freedom was over, there was 
less of the strong feeling on great questions that there had 
been. There were still two parties in Eii^laxid-— tVi'fe <3V!kfc 
wanting to change many things wViicK t\ve^ di<\ Tka\» >iXv\s^ 
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right ; the other, afraid that by these changes the good things 
they already had might be lost. The party all for change 
were named at first Whigs, and called those who objected to 
change, Toriea In our days we call the Whigs Liberals, the 
Tories Conservatives. There was still plenty of excitement 
between the two parties, but not of so deep a kind as in the 
days of the Civil War ; and this feeling did not express itself 
in poetry, but in short, bright, clever prose papers or essays. 
The French had first started the fashion of that kind of litera- 
ture, and it was brought over to England along with the other 
foreign fashions of the time. 

2. One of the cleverest of these writers was Daniel Defoe. 
In the year 1703, a proclamation appeared offering a reward of 
£50 to any one who could find a "middle-sized spare man, 
about forty years old, of a brown complexion, and dark brown 
hair (but wears a wig) ; a hooked nose, a sharp chin, gray eyes, 
and a large mole near his mouth." No one got the reward, for 
the middle-sized spare man came out of hiding and gave himself 
up to justice. Who was he, do you think 1 He was Daniel 
Defoe, the writer of a book most of you know — Robinson Crusoe, 
What had he been doing to get himself advertised for, and, 
when he gave himself up, fined, pilloried,^ and imprisoned in 
Newgate? He had written a bold but very clever pamphlet 
showing how useless it was to try to force all the people of Britain 
into one Church. Why, he said, the shortest way with the 
Dissenters (and that was the name he gave his pamphlet) was 
to send them all out of the country, and hang all their ministers: 
then you would have everybody in England belonging to one 
Church. Of course, he was not in earnest, because he was a 
Dissenter himself; but both the Dissenters and the Church 
people thought he was, and when the Church party found out 
that he was only making fun of them, they were so angry 
that they managed to get him imprisoned. 

3. You can see that Defoe must have been a very fearless 

1 Pilloried, punished -with the piUory, I which the head and hands of a criminal 
wblcb was A' wooden fnme erected in a I were put. 
public plaoe, wrfth holes in It, through \ 
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man, first to write such a book, and then to give himself up 
because he heard they had imprisoned the poor man who printed 
his book. He was fearless all through his life — this first great 
English novelist of ours. He was the son of a London butcher, 
and was bom the year after Charles the Second was restored to 
the throne — that is, in 1661. He received a good education 
from a friend of his, a gentleman who seems to have seen he 
was a clever boy. When he grew up he fought for the Duke 
of Monmouth at Sedgemoor ;^ and after the battle he escaped 
and spent two years in Spain and Portugal. When he came 
back he found that James the Second was king, and was setting 
aside the laws of England to benefit the Roman Catholics. 
Defoe at once boldly wrote against this, as he would against 
whatever he thought wrong and unjust. 

4. He married, and took to business in London ; but after a 
time he went to Bristol and tried business there. It was there 
he wrote what he called an Essay on Projects, which, like Sir 
Thomas More's " Utopia," proposes a great many things which 

1 Sedgemoor, in SomeneUhlTe. 
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people then had never thought of, and which have since been 
introduced. Among other things, Defoe proposes friendly 
societies and savings-banks for the poor, insurance offices, and 
a college for women. After a time, Defoe returned to Lon- 
don, and became manager of some tile-works at Tilbury. It 
was soon after this, in Queen Anne's reign, that he wrote 
the book which led to his imprisonment. Like the brave 
man that he was, Defoe determined to make the best of 
his unjust punishment. When they put him in the pillory 
he wrote a Hyrmi to the Pillory^ showing that the disgrace 
was nothing to a clear conscience. When they put him in 
Newgate he took to writing more busily than ever about 
politics. 

5. He also started a little newspaper. Until that time there 
were only gazettes and news-letters. Defoe's paper was called 
The Review^ and was published at first once, then twice, then 
three times a week. Besides freely talking over the politics of 
the day. The Review had a "little diversion" at the end — a 
little talk about the follies of society, and what an imaginary 
scandal club wrote in answer to letters on various subjects. In 
this way Defoe hoped to help the domestic and social life of the 
English people. He always wrote honestly, and his own papers 
were full of originality. For instance, he proposed a plan for 
making London the most flourishing city in the universe, by 
founding a university there, the students of which were to 
live in their own homes, not in the university, as they do at 
Oxford and Cambridge. This has been partly done, though we 
can hardly say whether it has helped to make London any 
more flourishing than it already was. 

6. But Defoe's greatest work of all was his Robinson Crusoe, 
Defoe saw how much good might be done by means of novels if 
they were really made true pictures of life and people, no matter 
how simple. This is what he tries to do in his book. It is the 
history of a man who follows his own way, instead of following 
duty. When a boy he forgets his duty to his parents, and runs 
awaj to sea> not because he needed to earn a living, but because 

he wanted a life ot adventure and excA^ment. Yow kaaw how 



THE AUTHOR OF " ROBINSON CRUSOE. 97 

he goes off in a trading vessel to Guinea^ for gold-dust, and is 
taken prisoner by a pirate and made a slave. He then escapes 
with a boy in a boat, and when they have almost perished from 
hunger and thirst, and are afraid to land for fear of wild beasts 
and savages, they are taken up by a ship going to Brazil Eobin- 
8on sells the boy as a slave to the captain of the ship, and then, 
along with some other planters, sets out for the coast of Guinea 
to buy or to steal negroes to do their work. But a terrible 
storm comes on, and all but Kobinson perish. He is cast on a 
desert island, and no doubt soon begins to wish he had never 
left home. 

7. For a time he can think of nothing but his own misery, 
and runs about the shore wringing his hands and crying, " I 
am undona" He falls sick, and lies, with no one near, fearing 
death. It is then he first feels the need of God, and prays for 
the first time for many a day. Then he turns to the Bible he 
had found in the ship, and soon he begins to think less of his 
loneliness, and more of the sinfulness of his past life. After a 
time he takes heart, and, dividing his day into three parts, 
spends one part in reading the Bible and prayer, a second in 
going abroad with his gun for food, and a third in curing, pre- 
serving, and cooking what he had found. In the evening he 
would do all manner of work, overcoming the greatest difficul- 
ties by perseverance, though he had no tools nor help, and not 
much skill. His only want was society, and after a time he 
got that too, for one day he found a savage, left like himself on 
the island. He began to teach and train this man (whom he 
named Friday), not only to help him in his work, but to know 
God and look to heaven, as Crusoe himself did. Here Defoe took 
another opportunity of showing how there could be simple, honest 
faith without any need for wrangling and disputing about re- 
ligion. Indeed in the case of Friday it would have been useless. 

8. Defoe wrote other novels, but none of them has been such 
a favourite as Rohinaon Crusoe. The writer's last days were 
rather sad and lonely. He had cared more for other people's 

1 Qvdne^ on the weit ooait ot Ali\fiau 
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good and comfort than for his own. He had few friends and 
many enemies, and seems to have rejoiced as the end of life drew 
near. 



CHAPTER XIX. 
THE MAN WHO WROTE "GULLIVER'S TRAVELS." 

1. I am not sure whether you boys and girls of to-day still 
like a book called Gulliver^ 8 Travels as much as boys and girls a 
few years ago used to like it. Perhaps, after you hear about 
the strange, rather sad, life of the man who wrote it, and about 
the book itself, you will be interested in it. The writer of the 
book was Jonathan Swift, an Irishman. His father, who had 
been a poor man, died before his little boy was bom ; and before 
the baby was a year old, his nurse carried him off with her to 
England, away from his mother, and kept him for three years. 
This nurse taught him to read, and when he went back to Ire- 
land, a little boy of three, he could read any chapter in the 
Bible. When he was six his mother went to England and left 
him at school in Kilkenny. He was a very small boy to be 
away at school, and he does not seem to have had a very happy 
childhood or boyhood. 

2. When he was fourteen, he went to Dublin University, 
where he remained for seven years. He read a great deal of 
history and poetry, but does not seem to have cared for his 
other studies. When he was twenty-one he came over to see 
his mother in England, and she advised him to go to one of 
her relations. Sir William Temple,^ who had a large house in 
Surrey, and who would perhaps help him to get some work. 
Swift went, and Sir William took him to live with him in the 
big house, called Moor Park, with its queer, stiff Dutch gar- 
dens and terraces. He used to read to Sir William, write his 
letters, and keep his accounts for him. Sometimes, too, he 
wrote verses and prose papers, and he would no doubt read 

1 sir William Temple, a famous diplomatist, was for a time English oavoj in the 
JfetberhmdM, Bom 1628: died 1700. 
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many of the fine books in Sir William's library. One very 
bright bit in his life was the beginning of a friendship that 
lasted for the greater part of it. 

3. There was at that time staying with her mother at Moor 
Park a little girl called Esther Johnson — a little, delicate, dark- 
eyed maid of six years old. Swift, remembering his own lonely 
childhood, pitied the little thing, and became her playmate and 
teacher. He taught her to read and write, and, best of all, to 
be good and truthful ; and they used to play all manner of 
games together, Swift imitating the pretty baby language of 
the little girL Indeed afterwards he used to talk and write to 
her in the language they had used at this time. He called the 
little girl Stella, ^hich means a star, and she became like a star 
of light and love shining down on his dark and stormy life. 
You may wonder why that life should be called dark and 
stormy, and also why Swift did not openly marry Stella. The 
one reasori^'xplains both — the sad reason that all through his 
life Swift felt the cloud of madness Yian^i^^ o^et \\yh\^ «sA 



IV^V^*^ 
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would not peril his Stella's happiness by asking her to share 
his life, which was threatened with such calamity. Some per- 
sons believe, however, that he and Stella were privately married. 

4. While he was at Moor Park, Swift's life seems to have 
been smooth enough. Among Sir William's visitors were many 
learned and distinguished men whom Swift would like to meet 
Once the king, William the Third, came, and as they walked in 
the gardens he showed Swift how the Dutch cut their asparagus. 
Seeing perhaps that the young man longed for a more active 
life, the king offered to make him a captain in a cavalry regi- 
ment ; but Swift preferred to enter the Church, and soon after 
wards he was ordained, and got a little church in the north of 
Ireland, not far from Belfast. There he stayed only a year, no 
doubt finding the little country place very dull after Moor Park 
and its society, to which, by Sir William's wish, he returned. 
He found Stella still there, now a big girl of fifteen ; and as 
her mind opened out under the kindly care of her old play- 
fellow and tutor, she helped him more and more by her calm 
cheerfulness to keep off the dark cloud still hovering over him. 

5. While Swift was studying and teaching Esther at Moot 
Park, there was a keen discussion taking place among literary 
men as to whether old or new authors are more worthy of study. 
Swift wrote a merry satire, siding with Sir William in favour 
of the ancient authors. It is called the Battle of the BookSy and 
tells how the books in Sir William's library rushed to help and 
join in a great battle, when, crash! down came Homer ^ and 
Virgil on the top of the modem poets, who were crushed or 
had to flee before them. 

6. When Sir William Temple died, both Swift and Stella had 
to leave Moor Park. Sir William had left each of them a small 
legacy. For a time Stella remained in England, and Swift 
went to Ireland as chaplain to a nobleman in Dublin, afterwards 
getting a living near the city — a neglected parish, for which he 
worked very hard. Returning to London on a visit, Swift went 



1 Homer, the moBt famous poet of Greece, 
supposed to hsre lived about eight hun- 
diwi yews before ChriMt, The " Iliad" 



and the "OdTssef" are the two 
which bear hlf name as author. 
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to see Esther Johnson, and found that her income was too 
small to keep her comfortably in England ; so he advised her 
and her aunt to go to Ireland, where they could live more 
cheaply, and besides be near himself. So from this time Stella 
lived near her kind friend. He used to go sometimes to London 
on business, and when away would write a kind of journal 
every day, in which he kept up all the little jokes and merry, 
playful language that he used when he first knew Stella. 

7. During one of these visits to London, Swift published a 
work which he had had by him for some time. He called it 
The Tale of a Tvhy which means a nonsense story. It is a satire 
on the reli^ous disputes of the times. Three brothers, called 
Peter, Martin, and Jack, have each a coat left them by their 
Either, with directions for wearing them. For a time all goes 
welL As the three coats are alike there is no quarreUing. We 
are told of their adventures with giants and monsters in far 
landa But when at last they come and settle in the town, dis- 
putes arise. Peter wants to trim his coat with gold lace and 
satin, and so hides his father's will, that he may not be re- 
proached with disobedience. He wants to be called Lord, and 
to rule over his brothers. Jack and Martin object to this, and 
resolve to keep away from Peter, and to have their coats, un- 
trimmed. Indeed Jack sets about pulling all the ornaments off 
his coat, until he tears it into rags. Martin only takes away 
the ornaments that may be removed without spoiling the cloth, 
so that he is shown to be most obedient to his father's wiU. 
By Peter is meant the Romish Church, Jack represents the 
Puritans, and Martin the Protestant Church of Martin Luther. 

8. But though Swift meant to defend the English Church, 
his book offended religious men even of the Church of England. 
Until that time Swift had been a Whig in politics, but thence- 
forth he sided with the Tories, because he thought them more 
likely to support the Church and to give him promotion. About 
that period he wrote an amusing letter, laughing at the silly 
&shion of the time for prophetic almanacs, in which poor 
writers, glad to make money in any way, pretended to fotet^ll' 
people'^s deaths and other events from t\ie b»Va.t^. ^^^nS^^^TKJ^ 
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this letter under the name of Mr. Bickerstaff, a name which 
another author, Steele, took up and used in a paper he had just 
started called The Taller, 

9. Swift made acquaintance with another Esther about this 
time — an Irish girl living in London. He gave her some lessons, 
and wrote a poem in which he calls her Vanessa (from her 
name, Esther Yanhomrigh) and himself Cadenus — a name 
formed by twisting about decanus, the Latin for dean ; for he 
was Dean of St. Patrick's. This second Esther went to live 
in Ireland when her mother died ; but she once wrote a very 
rude letter to Stella, and Swift was so angry that he took back 
the letter and never went to see Vanessa again. 

10. In 1724 Swift wrote what are called the Drapier Letters 
— letters opposing the plan of a man named Wood, who wanted 
to make himself rich by buying the sole right of coining copper 
money for Ireland. The letters were signed M. Drapier. They 
succeeded in preventing the plan being carried out. 

n. At this time Swift was also busy writing his best-known 
book — GruUiver^s Travels. The hero, Lemuel Gulliver, is ship 
wrecked on an island, which he supposes to be uninhabited. 
Stretching himself on the grass, he falls asleep ; but when he 
awakes he finds himself a prisoner, held by a great many threads 
to the ground, and a little man six inches high standing on his 
chest. Soon more of these little creatures come and swarm all 
over him, and Gulliver finds he has got into the island of the 
Lilliputians. He is taken to the court, and is told how there 
is a great dispute between two parties about whether high or 
low heels should be worn to their shoes. They get so angry 
about it that the high-heeled people refuse to eat or drink or 
talk with the low-heelers. 

12. Besides the dispute at home, there is a quarrel between 
the Lilliputians and the people of Blefuscu, a neighbouring 
state, as to whether in eating an egg one should break it at the 
large end or the small. Several thousand people have been put 
to death for disobeying the emperor's orders to break their eggs 
&t the smaller end. Hundreds of books have been written 
about it; and now war has \)eeii decW^^, mA \JDkfe Bletascans 
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prepare a large fleet to invade Lilliput When the fleet appears 
Gulliver easily captures it with his great fingers. 

13. The small people of Lilliput are very kind to the big 
stranger. They set about making him some shirts, and measure 
him with a rule an inch long. It takes two hundred semp- 
stresses to make him a shirt; three hundred tailors to make 
him a suit, and three hundred cooks to cook his food. At dinner- 
time Gulliver would take up twenty waiters in his hand and 
set them on the table to wait on him ; a swarm on the floor 
fetched and carried his meat and wine for him. He says : " A 
dish of their meat was a good mouthful I have had a sirloin 
of beef so large that I have been forced to make three bites of 
it> but this is rare. My servants were astonished to see me eat 
it bones and all, as in our country we do the leg of a lark. 
Their geese and turkeys I usually ate at a mouthful ; of their 
smaller fowl I could take up twenty or thirty at the end of my 
knifa" 

14. For some time Gulliver stayed with the little people; and 
perhaps in telling us how very important quite trivial things 
seemed to them (such as the dispute about the high and the 
low heels, and about the two ends of the egg), Swift is laughing 
at the littleness of the people of England, who quarrel over 
matters just as trifling in another way. 

15. On leaving Lilliput and going to sea, Gulliver is again 
wrecked, and again cast on an island. Here everyijhing is very 
large — ^the grass twenty feet high, the hedges as high as twenty 
big men, and .each step in a stile six feet high. When he sees 
a man as tall as a church steeple approach, and hears him in a 
voice like thunder call some men as big as himself and begin 
to reap, Gulliver is frightened, and hides among the grass. But 
he is caught and taken to the farmer's little girl, forty feet 
high. Glumdalditch, as the big little girl is called, is delighted 
with her new doll, and puts him to sleep in her dolFs bed. One 
day an old man comes and looks at him through spectacles. His 
eyes seem to Gulliver like full moons shining through two great 
windows, and he laughs. This makes the old man very angry 
He advises the farmer to exhibit poor GuWvveT ^Ja ^ Qi^3cc\.Q»^, 
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16. He is taken to the court by his young mistress, and 
suffers a great deal from his smallness. He is frightened 
nearly to death by hailstones as big as cannon-balls ; apples as 
large as barrels fall upon him ; a pet dog, nearly as big as a 
bull, carries Gulliver off in his mouth ; he falls into a mole-hill ; 
the birds in the garden steal his cake from him ; and one day a 
monkey carries him off to the house-roof. At last a bird carries 
off Gulliver house and all, and drops him into the sea, where he 
is picked up by a passing ship and brought home. 

17. He had tried what it was like to be first a very big man 
among little people, then a very little man among big people. 
Now in a third voyage he lights upon a flying island inhabited 
by philosophers, who study without any real love of truth, and 
without putting their discoveries to any use. There is an 
academy with five hundred rooms, and in each is a philosopher 
making some discovery. One is trying to extract sunbeams 
from cucumbers, another to turn ice into gunpowder, another 
to build houses from the top downwards. Some are trying to 
think of a plan to prevent wool growing on lambs, others to 
soften marble to stuff pillows and cushions. A professor of 
mathematics tries to teach geometry by having the propositions 
written on thin wafers. These the boys have to swallow fast- 
ing, and after living on bread and water for three days, they 
will find the proof has found its way to their brain. But the 
plan fails because no boys can be found who will come to 
the class without breakfast, or live three days on bread and 
water. 

18. Swift had to leave London before Gtdliver was published, 
and hurry back to Ireland, on account of Stella's being ilL 
This time she recovered. Swift again went to London, and 
visited the poet Pope, but again he had to hasten back to 
see Stella. Soon afterwards she died, and her death ended 
all the brightness Swift had had in his life. His own health had 
been failing, and soon the madness he had dreaded came upon 
him. For four years he lived on, and when he died it was 
found he had thought of others who suffered like himself, and 

Md left bis money to found an hospitaV iox tWm, 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE FIEST NEWSPAPEBS AND THE FIRST 
NOVELS. 

1. Addison and Steele are two names which one often hears 
coupled together. Indeed it is a little difficult to think of the 
one without thinking of the other. They were friends and fellow- 
workers, who lived and wrote mostly in the time of Queen Anne. 
Their friendship began when they were mere boys, and all 
through life they were able to help each other. 

2. They were both bom in the same year, 1672, Richard 
Steele being a few weeks the elder of the two. Steele's father 
was an Irish attorney, but before the little boy was five years 
old he was left an orphan. When he was twelve years of age 
he was sent to Charter-house School in London, and it was there 
he met Joseph Addison, who came to the same school when he 
was thirteen. Addison's life had been very different from 
Steele's. His father and both his grandfathers were clergymen, 
and the boy had been carefully brought up in a village near 
Salisbury Plain, and afterwards in Lichfield, where his father 
was dean. Addison was a shy, reserved boy ; but Steele was 
used to making friends, and so the two soon became great 
" chums,'' as schoolboys say. In the holidays Dick Steele used 
to go home with his companion, and he became quite a favour- 
ite with the Dean of Lichfield. 

3. When he was fifteen, Addison left school and went to 
Oxford, and when, soon afterwards, Steele also went up to the 
university, you can imagine how glad both boys would be to 
renew the old friendship. No doubt they made all manner of 
plans for working together in after life, some of which were really 
carried out. They both published their first writings while at 
Oxford, Steele's being a comedy and some verses on the death 
of Queen Mary, wife of William the Third ; and Addison's, 
verses in the Miscellany criticising and giving an account of 
the English poets from Chaucer down to Dryden. Addison 
gaw what ver^ few people of his time saw — ^t\va\> ^^Wdl^ y^*^ 
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ivas above criticism, and a far better guide to verse-writers than 
all the rules of French art laid down by his critic& 

4. After these first attempts, Steele, discouraged by his friends 
at college to whom he showed his comedy, made up his mind that 
he would not succeed as a writer, and resolved to join the army. 
Having no money to buy a commission, he had to enlist as a 
common soldier; but the colonel of the regiment soon found out 
that Steele was different from others of his rank, and made him 
an ensign and his secretary. The young soldier found much 
in his new life that seemed wrong to him, for soldiers in those 
days were even rougher and more careless than they are now. 
But he was fond of society, and found it difficult not to do as 
others around him did. So, to make a stand, and show what 
his real thoughts were, Steele wrote and published a book called 
77ie Christian Hero, It was dedicated to his coloneL In it 
Steele showed that true heroism consists in self-control, not in 
mere fearlessness and boldness. You can imagine that it was 
no oaay matter for a young ensign to brave the laughter and 
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mockery of his comrades by publishing such a book, and that it 
needed a real hero to do it. 

6. Meanwhile, Addison, who had always been shyer and less 
independent than Steele, was starting on life very differently. 
At that time it was the fashion for young literary men to try 
to secure the patronage— that is, the support and assistance — of 
some nobleman. Addison's patrons were Lord Somers and a 
young noble who afterwards became Earl of Halifax. They 
managed to get him a travelling allowance of £300 a-year to 
prepare him to write for the Government. So Addison went to 
the Continent. From Italy he wrote a letter in verse to Lord 
Halifax. He remained abroad for about four years. When 
Addison came back to London he found his friend Steele busy 
writing comedies. One, called The Funeral; or, Grief d, la Mode, 
had been rather successful It describes the supposed death of 
an old gentleman, who looks on while his relations, believing 
him to be dead, prepare for his funeral Steele's next comedy 
was The Tender Husband, 

6. Addison came home in time to give his friend his advice 
and help about this play ; and Steele was so pleased with that 
advice that he says he ardently wished they could write a 
work together, and call it, in memory of their friendship, " The 
Monument." But for a time the two worked apart. Addison 
wrote The Campaign^ verses on the Battle of Blenheim, ^ prais- 
ing the Duke of Marlborough ; and verses for an opera called 
Rosamond, in which he again complimented the great general. 
These praises gained Addison the office of Under-Secretary of 
State ; but on a change in the Government he lost his post, and 
became Secretary to the Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland. Steele 
had been made gazetteer. He married twice, his first wife 
dying a few months after their marriage. His second wife, 
whom he calk his " dearest Prue," helped him greatly by her 
carefulness ; for Steele was one of those generous, careless men 
whose generosity sometimes leads them into mistakes, 

7. And now came the opportunity for the two friends to 

1 Blenhelin, in BavariA. The battle was 1 borougli on lYie one \!axA «xA>^%^%^x^^ 
toof^t between the EngUah under Marl- 1 aii<\ Bavariaxia on \.\v« o\2kvat VV^^. 
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write together. Steele had long been anxious to find a way to 
help people with his writings — to write so as to bring good 
counsel into the domestic and social lives of the people, and 
rouse them to the danger of the follies and evils of those days. 
At last he got the idea from Defoe's Review of starting a news- 
paper; and taking the name of Mr. Bickerstaff, by which Swift 
had been so well known, Steele started The Tatler — a little penny 
paper, to be published three times a-week. Addison wrote some 
papers for it But The Tatler had had only a short life of nine 
months when the Government found fault with some remarks 
in its pages, and it had to be stopped. 

8. The experiment had been so successful that the two friends 
started a new paper, which was to contain nothing about poli- 
tics, but should be " for the use of the good people of England." 
It certainly was of service in leading people back to a love 
of God, nature, and truth, and in awakening them to a more 
earnest view of life, showing how, while the fashion of the 
world passes away, only what is really good and beautiful 
endures. It was then the custom to sneer at religion and 
natural feeling. Ths Spectator encouraged fearless faith in 
God and open honest feeling ; it also awakened in the people of 
England an interest in literature which has grown greater and 
greater, until, in the present day, it has touched all ranks of 
society. The two friends worked in such a way that one 
supplied what the other lacked. Steele knew more about the 
people, and had lived more among different classes, so that he 
could help to raise the standard of domestic life; while Addi- 
son, who was a poet and great lover of books, could arouse the 
people to a love of nature and an interest in the literature of 
past ages. 

9. But who was The Spectator ? some of you may ask. He 
was one of the imaginary people who were supposed to write the 
different papers; a shy gentleman, who talked little but noticed all 
that went on around him. Other writers were a barrister of the 
Inner Temple, who was a student of life and a great reader ; a 

London merchant called Sir Andrew Freeport^ industrious, 
sharp, and experiencedy whose favo\XTi^ xckxAX^i ^w^ ** k.\«any 
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saved is a penny gained;" Captain Sentry, a frank, faithful 
soldier, content with doing his duty, and careless of honour and 
a front place ; Will Honeycomb, the old beau who looked on life 
from the side of pleasure and fashion, and always remembered 
what the ladies wore, and how a celebrated beauty looked, rather 
than what any great man said or did. 

10. Last of the members of the club to which those people 
were supposed to belong was a very pious and polite clergyman, 
who was ever watching "for some divine topic, which he al- 
ways treats with much authority, as one who has no interests 
in this world, as one who is hastening to the object of all his 
wishes, and conceives hope from his decays and infirmities." 
So from these different people we have views of life from many 
side& The most famous papers in The Spectator are those about 
old Sir Roger de Coverley, the simple, honest, country gentle- 
man. We hear of his visit to London, and his wonder at the 
grand sights and society there ; of his life in the old mansion- 
house, Coverley Hall, and his kindness to the poor around; 
and lastj of the good old man's death, which is told in a letter 
from his butler to the club to which his master belonged. 

11. Addison wrote for TJie Spectator his well-known hymn, 
"When all thy mercies, O my God," and also articles about 
Milton's Paradise Lost and the old English ballads. Pope also 
wrote for it his poem The Messiah and two prose papers. After 
about a year, Steele gave up writing for The Spectator, as he 
wished again to take up politics. So he started a paper called 
The Gtw/rdian, in which he could write about such matters 
as the Treaty of Utrecht^ He also wrote another paper, The 
Englishman, and Addison wrote The Freeholder, both in favour 
of George the First being called to the throne, and of England 
remaining a free state. Addison started The Spectator again, 
but gave it up in a few months. 

12. The friends had a slight quarrel over politics about this 
time, but seem soon to have made it up, for we find Steele 
with great delight praising a play of Addison's in The Guardian, 

1 nindlt, in the NetherUnds. The treaty (1713) biougYil lo «^ c\o«% >^^^ vc ^\N2ga 
Spftnlih Saeceation. 
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The play, which was called Cato, was very successful For 
some time Addison had been guardian to the son of the widowed 
Countess of Warwick, and at the age of forty-four he married 
her, and went to live in Holland House. They were not very 
happy together. Addison had been suffering for some time 
from asthma, and in 1719 he died. 

13. Steele had become a very prosperous man — Sir Richard, 
and a Member of Parliament. His last comedy was also his 
best. It was called The Conscious Lovers, Though he had an 
attack of palsy, which left him very weak, he yet kept up his 
interest in litrf».rature until his death. He went to live in 
Wales, and in the summer evenings would ask to be carried to 
the village green to watch the dancers, and would order a new 
dress at his expense for the maiden whose dancing pleased him 
best. 

14. The Spectator had found its way into many homes where 
people had been little used to reading : people in the country, 
squires, ladies, tradesmen, people shut off from the busy world 
of London, looked eagerly for the little paper with its budget of 
news. Cowper vividly describes the arrival of the newsboy in 
his poem called The Winter Evening, 

15. Many of the papers in The Spectator were written in the 
form of letters, so letter-writing at once became a fashionable 
accomplishment. A bookseller named Samuel Richardson 
made use of this fashion in the writing of a novel called 
Pamela, The book consisted of letters sent by a servant girl 
to her parents. It was written as a pattern of letter-writing 
for those who had not much education^ but soon the story 
began to be read for itself. Henry Fielding followed Rich- 
ardson's example, and wrote a book called Joseph Andrews, 
Joseph is supposed to be a brother of Pamela. A third novelist, 
Tobias Smollett, encouraged by the success of these novels, 
wrote one called Roderick Random; and in the same year 
Richardson brought out his second novel, Clarissa Ha/rlowe, 

16. Next year the most successful of all appeared. This 
was Fielding's Tom Jones, which is considered the cleverest 

novel in the English language, tVio\ig\v \t \& lEVofc %» book many 
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care to read now, as it deals with a rather coarse and wicked 
age. The next great novel was Smollett's Peregrine FicMe, In 
his following book, Amelia, Fielding gave a picture of English 
womanhood; and Eichardson, in Sir Charles Grandison, drew 
a portrait of his idea of a perfect English gentleman. 

17. Though these novels are very long, and most readers now 
find them very dull, they were useful at the time in turning 
people's thoughts from the artificial writing of the French style 
to the pictures of real life and society, and they awoke a desire 
for reading in a large number of people who before this had 
taken little interest in literature. 

18. In poetry, however, French rules of art still held sway. 
There still continued to be that race of critics who could not ap- 
preciate Shakespeare, Milton, or Chaucer; who voted them coarse 
and barbarous because they fancied those poets offended against 
French rules of art Absurd verse-writers arose who called them- 
selves poets because they managed to string together a jingle of 
rhymes without any sense. Both critics and verse-makers needed 
a severe lesson, and they got it from a little, weakly poet, whose 
dwarf body, however, contained a giant mind. His name was 
Alexander Pope. 



CHAPTER XXI. 
A QUEEN ANNE POET. 



1. The father of Alexander Pope was a linen-draper in Lon- 
don, and a Roman Catholic. When William and Mary came to 
the throne, and there were again harsh laws against his religion, 
he left London and went to live at Binfield, on the outskirts of 
Windsor Forest. There the little sickly, sensitive boy would no 
doubt feel happier than he afterwards was at the schools at 
Twyford and London to which he was sent for a time. He had 
lessons with a Roman Catholic priest, but much of his time was 
spent in reading and making verses. He says of himself, he 
"lisped in numbers, for the numbers cajne" — ^m^'Wcdsi^'VJw&^^'s^sa. 
as a child he wrote versea One o{ his iavo\rc\\fe\^^'^ ^^sa^^Ossa 



Ill 
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|K)et8' poem. The Faerie Qtieene, for which Milton too had a 
great love when a boy. No doubt^ on a fine summer day he 
would love to wander forth into the wonderful old forest where 
William the Conqueror and his son Rufus used to hunt, and 
lie l>eneath some great gnarled oak-tree picturing the Red Cross 
Knight, with Una and the dwarf, advancing underneath the 
flickering branches. 

2. It was at this time that he began his poem Windsor Forest^ 
though ho did not finish it until some time afterwards. After he 
had been at school, Pope began to make translations in verse 
of Latin authors, and also to imitate old English poets. When 
ho was only sixteen he wrote his Pastorals, and though they 
wore not published for some years, yet they were read in 
wsuiuaoript by a good many people, who began to talk of the 
boy Off a rifting poet, and to invite loim V> tVkftvc houses to meet 
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literary men. For instance, when Pope was in London he saw 
Dryden, then the greatest living poet. 

3. Pope's first great work was an Essay on Criticism, He 
saw that English literature was in great danger from the false 
criticism which was then fashionable, and he showed that the 
ancient poets in their truth to nature were true to law, and 
that their poems are full of 

" Nameless graces, which no methods teach." 

Pope declared that a critic, like a poet, is born, not made — bom 
with a taste for discovering true beauty and art, though this 
taste must be cultivated by the study of nature and of the best 
poets and authors, and not by merely learning a number of arti- 
ficial rules. Even then a critic should be careful in judging of 
a great work, because so few people are able to perfectly under- 
stand and grasp a really grand masterpiece. The critic must 
put aside his own narrow ideas and be in sympathy with the 
writer. 

4. Pope showed how the critics of his own day failed because 
they did not do this, and because they thought more of the 
form or style than of the sense of the work. He also pointed 
out how much harm was done by authors struggling with one 
another to secure the patronage of great men. They took no 
pains to hide their envy, rivalry, and spite, but showed them 
in their works. Party spirit was also a great deal to blame for 
the evil that had crept into literature in Pope's day. At the 
end of his essay Pope gives two pictures — one is that of the 
true critic of former days : — 

" Though learned, well bred ; and though well bred, sincere ; 
Modestly bold and humanly severe ; 
Who to a friend his faults can freely show. 
And gladly praise the merit of a foe ; 
Blest with a taste exact, yet unconfined ; 
A knowledge both of books and human kind ; 
Generous converse, a soul exempt from pride ; 
And love to praise with reason on his side ; — 
Such once were critics." 

Here, on the other hand, is the critic oi Po^ft*^ d^'^ \ — 

(8B8> ^ 
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" The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 
With loads of learned lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue still edifies his ears, 
And always listening to himself appears." 

5. Pope suffered severely from the critics of his time, and 
being very sensitive, he felt their attacks most keenly ; so he 
sometimes wrote somewhat bitter answers to these attacks. 
About twenty years after he had written the Essay on CrUi- 
cisniy he wrote his satire called Tlie Dunciad (that is, the epic 
of dunces), in which he ridiculed many of those who had 
attacked him, and others who, instead of earning an honest 
livelihood in a humble way, aspired to be poets because they 
.could string together a few rhymes with plenty of sound but 
no sense. They would do anything for money, these false 
poets, and often took payment from great men for writing 
praise of them or abuse of their political opponents. 

6. Pope was very different from these " pretender" poets. He 
was a poet both by nature and education ; and it was fortunate 
for him, as his health would have kept him from any active 
employment. Even as it was, his life was a hard struggle 
between the weak body and the keen, active brain. We must 
remember this when we read his works, and make allowance 
for the bitterness he sometimes shows. His deformity made 
him very sensitive and irritable, and he had not many friends. 
A lady called Martha Blount was a life-long friend, and helped 
Pope greatly by her sympathy and firm friendship in his hours 
of loneliness and ill-health. 

7. For twenty-eight years Pope lived with his father and 
mother at Binfield. He used to go to London sometimes and 
meet literary men like Swift, Steele, and Addison. You re- 
member that he sometimes wrote poetry for The Spectator, He 
also was very industriously making translations, which at that 
time were well paid, and brought him large sums of money. 
His principal translations were of Homer's two poems — ^tho 
" Iliad " and the " Odyssey." 

S. One of Pope's poems was finished when he was about 
twenty-six. It is called The Eapc of tfie Lodb^ which means 
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the theft of a tress of hair. It is what is called a mock-heroic 
or mock epic, and illustrates what Swift was mocking at in 
Gvllvoei^B Tra/vds — ^the absurdity of great quarrels arising from 
very small causes. The cause in this case was that a young 
nobleman (Lord Petre) had snipped off a tress of Miss Ara- 
bella Fermor's hair, and the two families got so indignant 
about it that for many years there was a deadly enmity between 
them. Pope wanted to reconcile them by his poem. He gives 
very amusing descriptions of the toilet of Belinda (so he calls 
the lady) as she is about to start with a water-party on the 
Thames for Hampton Court 

9. All goes well until they reach Hampton Court, where, 
after amusing themselves, they have coffee. Then one of the 
ladies, called Clarissa, taking a pair of scissors from the chate- 
laine at her side, in a mischievous mood hands them to the 
baron. He cannot resist the temptation to seize one of the 
two curls hanging on Belinda's white neck, and just as she bends 
over her cup he puts forth the "two-edged weapon." 

" The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head for ever and for ever." 

Very merrily Pope describes the anger of the lady, and the 
quarrel between the friends of both families. The tress of hair 
can nowhere be found, for it has been carried away by the 
breeze, and Pope pretends to believe it has become a star, 
telling how it will endure after the other tresses shall have been 
laid in the grave. 

" This lock the muse shall consecrate to fame, 
And midst the stars inscribe Belinda's name." 

10. Soon after he published The Rape of tJie Lovk^ Pope and 
his parents moved to Chiswick, a place on the Thames near 
Richmond. There the poet's father died; and then Pope 
bought some land higher up the Thames, at Twickenham, and 
built a villa. He laid out the gardens in the stiff aitificial way 
then fashionable, and built a grotto beneath the road leading to 
his gardens on the other side. This grotto was hung round with 
mirrors, so arranged as to reflect tVie tiv^t baA \)tkfc\s^^ ^^s^ 
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lived very quietly at Twickenham, watching carefully over his 
mother during the last years of her lifa His friends from 
London often visited him at Twickenham, as it was a pleasant 
drive or boating excursion from town in the summer days. 

11. It was at Twickenham that Pope wrote his greatest 
work, his Essay on Man, a poem in which, like Milton in 
Paradise Lost, he tries to justify the ways of God to man, and 
to answer some of the doubts and difficulties of the age. In 
Pope's age, when there were not only ease and comfort but a 
good deal of luxury, poor people were asking again why GocI 
permitted want and suffering, if man was the centre of the 
universe and the world was made for man's use. Pope de- 
clares that man has no right to suppose that he is the only 
object of " Heaven's high care." Every star may be inhabited, 
and though God cares for us he has others to care for -, yet, he 
says, we are safe in submitting ourselves to God, but we must 
use our intelligence and activity in making the most of the 
good things which God has given us. 

12. He goes on to show how much good arises from suffering 
and imperfection. We should never know how much unselfish- 
ness and love and sympathy were in mankind if there were 
no weakness and suffering to draw them forth. We must not, 
he says, seek the joys of life in earthly things, nor expect 
punishment and reward in this world. Happiness is to be 
found in love ; and all things, even evil and suffering, work 
together for good, and help to develop the higher life of the 
souL Milton, in Paradise Lost, showed how God's love could 
conquer moral evil — the evil in our sinful natures. Pope, in 
his poem, shows that human love can triumph over bodily want 
and weakness ; but both alike tried to "justify God's ways to 
men " — to show that God knows best what is good for us. 

13. The end of Poi>e's life was very sad. He suffered greatly 
from ill-health, and from the attacks of stupid critics and poets 
whom his writings had offended. A stronger and less sensitive 
man might have let these attacks pass unheeded, or perhaps in 
another age Pope might have done so ; but it was the fashion 

of hia times for people to return evil iox evil, — a blow for a 
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blow, a still sharper word for a sharp one, — so we find Pope's 
last writings full of bitter and sometimes unjust satira He 
died in the year 1744, at the age of fifty-six. His works are 
often quoted, because so much meaning is packed into one line 
and expressed so neatly and brightly. It is what is called an 
epigrammatic style. 



CHAPTER XXIL 



"THE VIOAE OP WAKEFIELD" AND ITS AUTHOR. 

1. You have seen how the people of England were beginning 
to rebel against the bondage of rules laid upon literature by 
French tasta And the people of England were not alone in this ; 
Germany, too, was throwing off the bondage that Frederick the 
Great had introduced into its literature. Some great German 
authors had arisen who were not afraid to declare that good, 
honest German work was better than mere imitations of the 
French, such as they had been having for a long time. So in 
Germany, too, a taste for what was natural and national, rather 
than fashionable, was arising. But, indeed, all through Europe 
there was beginning that longing for freedom of every kind 
which in France reached its height in the French Revolution, 
when the people, seeking freedom from rule of all kinds, went 
so far as to execute their king and queen. 

2. Two writers in France were urging freedom in every way, 
saying people need not regard duty, but should do what is nat- 
ural to them, and follow inclination as a guide. Voltaire,^ one 
of these writers, though he did much harm by his writings, yet 
did some good too, for he encouraged boldness of thought and 
expression and the search after truth. Ilousseau,^ the other, 
who looked at life from the side of feeling, influenced some 
English writers; for instance, Laurence Sterne, the novelist, 



1 Voltaire, a noted historian and poet ; 
author of "Henriade," an epic poem, 
"The Age of Lonis XIV.," and many 
other works. Bom lOM; died 177& 
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works on social economy and education. 
His chief writings are "Emile," "The 
Social Contract," and "Confessions." 



lis " TflE VlCAtl OF WAKEFlfiLD *' AND ITS AUTHOft. 

who wrote Tristram Shandy and The Sentimental Journey, the 
latter heing an account of his travels in France. It was a pity 
that Sterne, like Kousseau, made light of the claims of duty ; 
but yet it was a good thing that England was wakening up 
again to true feeling. Honest sympathy for the sufferings and 
sorrows of others, and a desire to remedy these as far as pos- 
sible, took the place of the selfish carelessness which had kept 
classes so far apart from one another. 

3. One author, more than any other of his time perhaps, 
helped to free literature and feeling from French influence, and 
bring it back to nature, simple truth, and natural unaffected 
lifa He was always a poor man, and so understood the trials 
and sorrows of poor people, and could describe them truth- 
fully. His name was Oliver Goldsmith, and he is best known 
as the author of The Vicar of Wakefield^ which many of you 
probably have read or heard talked about. He was the fifth 
child of an Irish clergyman, whose income was only forty 
pounds Sryear. When Oliver was two years old, his father got 
a better living with £200 ; but that was not very much for a 
large family of seven or eight children. But despite the poverty 
in the home, there was no lack of love and sympathy for others 
poorer than themselves. As Oliver says, his father "loved 
all the world, and fancied all the world loved him. We were 
taught to consider all the wants of mankind as our own, to 
regard the * human face divine ' with affection and esteem ; he 
rendered us incapable of withstanding the slightest impulse made 
by distress. In a word, we were perfectly instructed in the art 
of giving away thousands before we were taught the more 
necessary qualifications of getting a farthing." 

4. So the little boy grew up, generous but improvident. He 
was never good-looking, and a bad attack of small-pox caught 
at school disfigured him still more, and made him very shy and 
sensitive. He went to the village school, and his schoolmaster, 
an old pensioner soldier of the Duke of Marlborough's army, 
who was better at telling stories than at teaching, first gave 

Jittle Oliver the desire to go out and see the big world for 
himaeli He always loved people and naitvicr^ mox^ \2caxl liooks, 
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OLIYISB GOLDSMITH. 



and did not study very hard either at school or at Dublin 
University, where he began as a poor scholar. He was, no 
doubt, a favourite with his companions, from his careless good- 
humour, but he often got into sad scrapes. Then, too, his 
father died while he was at college, and Oliver was poorer 
than ever, having to borrow money from his uncle, to write 
ballads, and even to pawn his books ; but despite his poverty, 
he was always light-hearted and full of fun. 

5. At last he took his degree, coming out last in the list; and 
for a time he lived at home with his mother, his brother, and his 
sister in their different homes. He was a good-natured, kindly 
lad, the best of company, and a good hunter and fisher ; but it 
seemed impossible to get him settled in life. His people 
thought of making him a clergyman ; but the scapegrace went 
in a scarlet hunting-coat to the bishop to be examined. He 
was tutor for about a year, but got tired ol \!!aa.\>. "^^ *Osnss^^^ 



120 ** THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD " AND ITS AUTHOR. 

of going to America, paid his passage, sent his clothes on board, 
then let the ship sail without him, and begged his way home 
in rags. His uncle gave him money to go to study law in 
London; but Oliver had a way of never reaching his destination. 
He got as far as to Dublin, lost his money, and came home 
again. At last his family managed to get him fairly off to 
Edinburgh to study medicine, and that was the last they saw 
of poor Noll, as he was called. 

6. When he had been a year and a half in Scotland, he 
wrote to his uncle asking for money to take him to Paris, as he 
had learned all that the Scotch doctors could teach him. The 
money was sent, and Noll started for Paris, but he stopped 
at Leyden.1 He complained that there "the professors were 
very lazy" — (what about the students 1) — and after about a 
year's study there, he planned to travel through Europe on 
foot. He journeyed through Flanders into France, stopped at 
Paris for a time to study chemistry, wandered through Switzer- 
land, and crossed the Alps into Italy. All along he managed 
to live on what he made by singing and playing the flute at 
village festivals and in the cottages of the peasants, picking up 
a meal here and getting a night's lodging there. And perhaps 
this easy wandering life was the best preparation Goldsmith 
could have had for the work he had to do ; for he learned to 
know men and women as they are, and gathered up, during his 
two years of travel, a rich store of pictures of life and scenery 
for his poems and stories. 

7. When he got tired of wandering. Goldsmith started for 
England, landed at Dover, and walked all the way to London. 
Then began again the struggle with poverty. He was ready to 
do anything for a living — teaching in schools, and serving as 
a druggist's assistant for a time. At last he got a start in 
literary work. He was engaged to write some articles for a 
monthly review, and was to live at the publishers'. But he 
did little work, and so lost his post He then resolved to 
make his living by writing for magazines, and doing literary 

A Leyden, io South Holland, on U\e "BAiVuq. 
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work of any kind So he went into lodgings; but it was a 
hard straggle, and often he almost starved. 

8. Even after he had written an account of his travels 
through Europe, which attracted attention by its novelty and 
thought, and friends began to gather around him, Goldsmith 
never seemed to prosper, but lived in the same old careless, 
improvident fashion. If he chanced to earn money, he never 
rested until he had spent it Often it would go to help some 
one in distress; at other times in buying a grand coat for 
himself, or on a supper to his companions. He had many 
friends, among them Sir Joshua Reynolds the artist, Dr. John- 
son, and other great men, who loved him for his simplicity and 
childlike gaiety and kindliness. But at the last poor Noll was 
often in want and in difficulties, and it is said that he worried 
himself into a nervous fever, of which he died in 1774. 

9. Goldsmith's first great work was his Chinese Letters, after- 
wards called T?ie Citizen of the World. The letters are sup- 
posed to be written, during a visit to London, by a Chinaman 
who had travelled in many countries, and to give the impres- 
sions of an outsider of life in London, as it then was, with all 
the artificiality of its manners and customs. It helped a little 
in the struggle to restore simplicity to English life and society. 
But Groldsmith is best known from his Vica/r of Wakefield, his 
two best plays, and his two longest poems. 

10. The Vicar of WakefiM is one of those books which never 
grow old, though it tells a tale of life in a past age when 
fashions were different from what they are now. It has human 
interest in it which never changes — pictures of simple English 
country life which never weary. It is full of the poetry, not 
of grandeur and majesty, but of simple duty, love, and patience, 
and it teaches how much these are to be preferred to the false 
glitter of fashionable artificial life. As we read the book, the 
characters in it become like real living friends. We enjoy the 
quiet homely life at the vicarage with the simple, kindly vicar. 
Dr. Primrose ; his wife, whom he had chosen, " as she did her 
wedding-gown, not for a fine glossy surface, but for such o^ali- 
ties AS wQuld wear well ; " and the^r two ^ovx^X^t^ «sA Vsva 
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soncL And when misfortnnes come, and the kindly vicar has 
to leave his pleasant home, and goes to live among a simple 
farming people, almost like one of themselves, we like him all 
the more for his patient cheerfulness and industry. 

11. We go out with him in the morning, and come in with 
him when the day's work is over; we take part in the inno- 
cent mirth around the pleasant fire; and we listen to the 
blind fiddler, or to the ballads sung by one or other of the 
guests who drop in to taste Mrs. Primrose's famous gooseberry 
wina We hear the voices of one or other of the little boys 
reading the evening lessons from the Bible, each eager to earn 
the Sunday halfpenny for the poor-box that father had promised 
to the one who should read loudest, distinctest, and best In 
the summer evenings we sit with them in the arbour beneath 
the hawthorn and honeysuckle, drink tea, and enjoy the view^ 
while the little boys read, or the girls sing to the guitar. 

12. But one day Squire Thomhill with his stag-hounds 
invades the peace of the arbour, and from that day the quiet 
simplicity of the vicar's household threatens iO vanisL Mra 
Primrose and her daughters take to imitating the fine folks of 
whom the squire tells them. They are afraid to work for fear 
of reddening their hands or their noses ; they take ^o altering 
their dresses, instead of making their brothers' shirts; and 
instead of brewing gooseberry wine, they brew a wash for their 
complexions, which the vicar cleverly contrives to upset into the 
fire. They will no longer walk, but must ride to church — only 
the farm-horses stick fast in the road and refuse to move, so 
that Dr. Primrose, coming home from service, finds the pro- 
cession still on its way to church. They must get their portraits 
grandly painted by a wandering artist; and Mrs. Primrose, 
still unwilling to give up her plan of riding to church, sends 
her son Moses off to the fair to sell the tailless colt, and buy a 
horse which would not stand still on the road. 

13. So Moses makes a fine start in a grand coat, and a waist- 
coat of gosling green ; his hair tied up with a broad black 

ribbon, and hia hat cocked up with pins. Late in the evening 
Ae returns with no horse, but wit\v Yi\a ^^^-wc's box — empty. 
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He takes a bundle from one of his pockets, and it contains — 
well, suppose you find out for yourself ^ what it contains, and 
how poor Moses had been cheated. You will find all this and 
much more to amuse you in The Vicar of Wakefidd ; and the 
book is so simply written that even young people can enjoy it. 
Yon will read how more and more misfortunes came on the 
family — ^how the squire carried oS one of the daughters, and 
how the vicar, hurrying home with the good news that he has 
found her, sees his house on fire. The wicked squire imprisons 
the vicar for debt; but even in prison Dr. Primrose finds a way 
of helping people, — speaking to the prisoners of God's love, and 
teaching them how to earn a little money by work. At the 
last, bright days return to the vicar and his family, and they 
have all learned the folly of seeking mere earthly gain. We 
leave them in their happy, simple life, all the happier for the 
trials they have gone through. 

14. One of Goldsmith's two plays, She Stoops to Conquer ^ is 
still often played. It shows how a lady dressed herself up as 
a maid, and waited on visitors at her father's house, until the 
joke was discovered. There is a great deal of kindly, simple 
fun in it, as there is also in Goldsmith's other comedy. The 
GoodrNatwred Man, Goldsmith's two longest poems are called 
The TramUer and The Deserted Village. In TJie Traveller he 
describes life in the different countries of Europe, and shows 
that people's happiness depends more on themselves than on 
laws and kings. 

15. He seeks happiness in Italy, with its beautiful climate 
and abundant fruit and flowers and fertile soil ; but there he 
finds the people ignorant and degraded, though free from toil 
In Switzerland, where all men are equal, there is nothing to 
stir a man's ambition; the want of wealthy upper classes means 
a want of refinement. France has a splendid court; but the 
people are frivolous, corrupt, and fond of display, imitating the 
courtiers and nobles. In Holland the people are industrious, 
but are too eager for wealth to be very happy. Even in En- 

1 Sm the IU.UST&ATITB ExTBJLcns in \ih\A 'VOVaXDA^ v&. ^VIXV. 
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gland the various classes are too widely separated from one 
another by difference in wealth. So the traveller ends by con- 
cluding that each mind makes its own happiness : — 

** Vain, very vain my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind ; 
How small, of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cause or cure i 
Still to ourselves, in every place consigned. 
Our own felicity we make or find ; 
With secret course, which no loud storms annoy, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy." 

16. In his other poem, The Deserted Village^ Goldsmith shows 
that while part of the English nation was beginning to make 
great fortunes by trade and commerce, the poor were suffering 
by having to leave their lands and homes in the country. The 
villages had become deserted, for great landowners had bought 
up. all the land once tilled by the peasants and turned it into 
parks or hunting-grounds. Goldsmith thought that a nation 
could only be true and happy when every one in it shared its 
prosperity, and that a few rich men could not make up for a 
whole body of sturdy, happy peasantry. He writes : — 

** HI fares the land, to hastening ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates and men decay : 
Princes and lords may flourish or may fade, 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made ; 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride. 
When once destroyed, can never be supplied." 

You see that Goldsmith had kept his eyes open during his 
wanderings among poor people, and had thought carefully over 
their distress and the causes of their poverty. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 
DB. JOHNSON AND HIS FRIENDS. 

1. If you had lived in London about a hundred and thirty 

j^ears ago, and had taken a walk down Fleet Street, where the 

publishing o^cea were, you mighti Yiove nofevi^ «acL xoi'g^.mly- 
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looking man, with a rough face, ambling along the pavement 
rather awkwardly, perhaps munching orange-peel or touching 
each lamp-post as he passed along. Almost any one could have 
told you who he was; for Dr. Johnson was by that time a 
famous man, though he had had a hard struggle before he 
could make a livelihood, still less a name for himself. If you 
had been able to go with him, you would have probably found 
yourself turning into "The Turk's Head," in Gerard Street, 
where the Literary Club met. You would have se6n profound 
respect paid to this great awkward doctor by the other members 
of the club — Sir Joshua Reynolds, the stem old portrait- 
painter, one of his stanchest friends ; Burke, the great orator, 
and author of a famous book called Thoughts on the Causes 
of the Present Discontent ; Percy, famous for his Reliques, a 
collection of old ballads ; David Garrick, the famous actor, an 
old school-boy of the great doctor ; and Adam Smith, a Scots- 
man who wrote a great work on political economy, called The 
Wealth of Nations. 

2. There, too, is our old friend Goldsmith, entertaining the 
company with his merry stories and songs ; that man talking to 
him is Sheridan, the writer of some famous plays, such as The 
School for Scandal and The Rivals ; and near them is Gibbon, 
the author of that famous book, The Decline and Fall of the 
RoTnan Empire, That little Scotsman who sits near Dr. 
Johnson, talking little but listening to every word the doctor 
says, and occasionally stopping to hastily scribble down some 
notes, is BoswelL He has come up to London to see the great 
men of the time, especially the doctor, and means to write the 
doctor's biography. Not a trick, not a habit of the doctor's 
passes his keen eyes ; and every night after he goes home he 
writes out as much as he remembers of what the doctor has 
been saying. No wonder that Boswell was by-and-by able to 
w^rite an exact description of the doctor as he was at that time. 

3. But while Johnson sits drinking his thirteenth cup of tea 
at his club, or at his friend Sir Joshua's house, which is kept by 
the artist's sister, Miss Reynolds, let me tell you a little abowfe 
the doctor's past life. It had all along Ai^eiv «u ^\x>Oi%^^\^ 
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brave, independent struggle, because he was too proud to do as 
other authors of the time did — seek for patronage; and so 
booksellers refused to take his books. Only his strong faith in 
God, and the merits of persevering work, had carried the doctor 
through the battle to fame and easa 

4. Samuel Johnson was the son of a bookseller at Lichfield 
All his life long he suffered from a disease which affected his 
nerves and muscles, making him twist and twitch his face and 
body in a very painful way. It was thought, too, that the 
disease might one day affect his brain ; so that, like poor Dean 
Swift, Johnson had the horror of madness always hanging over 
him. Very few boys afflicted in such a way as Johnson was 
would have worked and struggled as he did. When he was 
seven years old, he went to the Grammar School of Lichfield, 
where Addison had been until he was sent to Charter-house. 
At his next school in Stourbridge,^ though he was only fifteen, 
he began to teach in return for his lessons. His godfather 
helped to send Johnson to Oxford when he was nineteen ; and 
there, though a very poor scholar, he began to show the inde- 
pendence which helped him through his literary efforts. He 
did not stay to take his degree, being probably too poor to do so. 

5. At twenty-two years of age he found himself left to start 
life with only a sum of £20, left him by his father, who had 
just died. He went to be usher in a school; but very likely he 
found that the ruder boys laughed at his ungainly movements. 
At any rate, he soon gave up the post, and went to stay with an 
old school-fellow at Birmingham. There he made a little money 
by translating a book about travels in Abyssinia ; and when he 
returned home he began writing for the GentlemarCs Magor 
ziney which had just been started. At Birmingham, Johnson 
had become acquainted with a widow, Mrs. Porter, very much 
older than himself, and when he was about twenty-seven he 
married the lady. They were very happy together, in spite of 
the difference in their ages. Mrs. Johnson had a little money, 
and with this Johnson started a school for boys near Lichfield. 

1 8tourl)^ldge,lu'WoTc«a\w*^Aw. 
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But he had very few scholars — only three, two of them brothers 
of the name of Garrick. 

6. While he kept this school, Johnson began to write a 
tragedy called Irene, When the school experiment proved a 
failure, and had to be given up, Johnson set off to London with 
his tragedy, and with David Garrick for company ; while Mrs. 
Johnson stayed behind in Lichfield. Now began the hardest 
part of the fight As Johnson was determined to make his 
way independently, he refused to seek a patron, sure that in 
the end publishers would learn that the public would buy books 
for their own merit and not for the patron's. Johnson worked 
busily at translations, and wrote for the Gentleman^s Maga- 
zine; but still, work as he would, he often had to go dinner- 
less or supperless. His first work of note was a poem on 
London, Readers could see it was a real description of the 
great city as a struggling worker had found it. H -^^a* \£csis2a. 
read and talked about, and brouglat JoYm^on «u\.OTkS»\s^Ki^^^^i^ 
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Even Pope asked who had written it, and friends b^an to 
gather around him. 

7. But Johnson went on still in his brave, earnest way. He 
had begun to make his Dictionary, a work which called for dull, 
patient, plodding labour rather than for learning or genius. It 
took eight years to finish ; but meanwhile Johnson was writing 
other things. He published another poem, called The Vanity 
of Human Wishes, showing how empty and selfish it is to desire 
one's own glory at the expense of the good of mankind, instead 
of being content with the only pleasures to which one has a 
real right — health of mind and body, love, patience, content- 
ment, and faith. 

8. By this time Johnson's old pupil, David Garrick, had 
begun to be talked about as the greatest actor of the age ; and 
he showed he had not forgotten his old friend and master, for 
he brought out Johnson's play Irerie, and spared no pains to 
make it a success. But though Johnson's friends came to see 
and applaud it, the play was not popular. It was not bright 
or lively enough, so it was only played for a few nights. But 
it brought in a good deal of money to the author. 

9. Johnson had also been busy writing a paper called The 
Rambler. He meant it to be like The Spectator and The Tatler 
of Addison and Steele ; but it wanted the light, sparkling wit of 
Steele, and was not such a success as these papers. It lasted only 
two years, and during that time one of its most constant and 
interested readers was Dr. Johnson's wife. Strangely enough, 
her life ended just a few days after The Ramhler'a, Johnson 
never ceased to mourn her loss, and must have sadly missed 
her sympathy and encouragement, which through all his trials 
had never failed him. 

10. Now that Johnson had no one but himself to work for, 
he wrote but little. The Dictionary was finished, and he only 
wrote some papers for The Adventurer and The Idler, two of the 
newspapers of the time. But when his mother, now a very old 
woman, fell ill, Johnson, finding he had no money to send her, 
borrowed some from bis publisher, which he promised to repay by 

^vriting. With the money he sent a \ct\«t> m ^hich he said, — 
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"You have been the best mother, and, I believe, the best 
woman, in the world. I thank you for your indulgence to me, 
and beg forgiveness of all that I have done ill, and of all that I 
have omitted to do well" So you see, besides being a great 
author, Dr. Johnson was also a good and dutiful son. 

11. When his mother died, Johnson wrote a story, called 
Easselaa, to pay her funeral expenses. It tells how a prince 
of Abyssinia and his sister were shut up in the Happy Valley, 
away from all the care and want and misery of the outside 
world. But they wanted to know the world beyond the valley ; 
so with an old philosopher they set out, and saw everywhere 
sin and wretchedness, and learned that man must not seek 
happiness in this world but in one beyond. In this story 
Johnson used the descriptions of Abyssinia he had found in the 
book he had translated. 

12. Johnson's last years were passed in comfort. The king, 
George the Third, gave him a pension, which Johnson would 
accept only when he was told that it was for the work he had 
already done, not for any the Government might ask him to do. 
In his last years he did not need to write much. He published 
an edition of Shakespeare, The Lives of the Poets, an account 
of A Visit to the Hebrides, and some political works. 

13. But though Johnson wrote little, he talked a great deal 
He had a great many friends, whom he used to meet sometimes 
at Sir Joshua's, sometimes at the club, sometimes in his own 
house in Bolt Court. That house was a refuge for the sick and 
the unfortunate among the doctor's acquaintances. A blind and 
rather bad-tempered lady, a relative of his dead wife, lived 
with him for more than thirty years, having no other home. 
Another lady, a widowed daughter of an old friend of the 
doctor, made his house her home. Other inmates were a third 
lady, a poor negro, and a doctor who was unable to support 
himsell No wonder that one of Johnson's lady-friends said 
of him, " No man loves the poor like Dr. Johnson." So you 
see, the rugged face and awkward ways hid a great deep 
heart, full of love for the poor, and also for little <ib\Vd"t^\N.^xA 
aniinol.% 
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14. JohiMon had innumerable ladj- friends with wh<xn he 
loved to go and drink tea. One of these was Fanny Barney, 
the daughter of a well-known musician. She was a qniet but 
very obaervant girl, the last person one would have suspected 
of writing a book. Yet when a novel called Erdima came out, 
and all London was wondering who had written such a bright, 
clever picture of society (for there was no name on the title- 
page), it was learned that the author was no other than this 
quiet young girl, who had been silently watching the company 
that gathered in her father's house, and studying character in 
that way. The success of Evelina showed that a book could 
rest on its own merits, for the name of the author was as little 
known as that of the publisher. Johnson, no doubt, liked this 
independent way of publishing, as well as the bright, clever story, 
so he became a good friend to the young lady, and advised her 
about her next novel Cecilia. 

15. Some other lady-friends of Johnson were five sisters 
who kept a school in Bristol — ^the Misses More. One of them, 
Hannah, was an authoress. She wrote some ballads and stories 
for poor people, which were sold about the country by hawkers, 
and found their way into the homes of the poor people in Somer- 
setshire, who at that time lived such degraded, violent lives, that 
people scarcely dared to go among them. Hannah More and 
her sisters also started schools for the poor in these out-of-the- 
way villages, and so managed to do a great deal of good. After 
a time Hannah More left the school to her sisters, and came to 
London to write. She wrote a very good play called Percy, 
which Garrick brought out^ and also some works on [educa- 
tion, in which, like Sir Thomas More and Defoe, she urged 
that women should have the same chances of education as 
men. 

16. Such were the friends among whom Dr. Johnson passed 
the latter half of his life. His love for them lasted till his death, 
which found him, not as he had feared, a victim to the insanity 
which had long threatened him, but sensible, calm, and cheer- 
faUj^ ready to fall into the last long sleep in which the soul 

passes to Ood. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 
POETS OF NATURE. 

1. While the French fashion in literature had lasted, poets 
had not taken the trouble to describe Nature as she was ; for 
even if they were able to do so, they knew that very few of 
their readers would care for such descriptions, while critics 
would not know whether the descriptions were real or not. 
But when all classes of the people began to read and show a 
taste for literature, and when the fetters, of French artificiality 
were thrown off, Nature began to take again the place in 
English literature which she had had in the days of Chaucer, 
of Langland, of Shakespeare, and of Milton. Among the 
fipst poets who helped to revive this taste, at the end of the 
eighteenth century, were three Scottish singers, Thomson, 
Ramsay, and Bums, and the English poet William Cowper. 
Later on, after the French Revolution had roused people to still 
greater longings for freedom, Wordsworth and Coleridge 
carried on the work, and completed the restoration of simplicity 
and freedom in English poetry. We must know a little about 
these singers, to whom our poetry owes so much. 

2. James Thomson was well fitted to be a poet of nature and 
simple life. The first twenty years of his life were spent in 
his native land, most of them among the Cheviot Hills, near 
which his native village was. There he would spend hours 
watching the sky with its changing clouds and tints, the trees 
varying with the different seasons, learning the name of every 
wild-flower and the note of every bird, and, better than all, 
seeing how much poetry and real beauty were to be found in the 
simple, natural life of the people among whom he lived — ^the 
formers and shepherds and field- workers. 

3. For some time Thomson lived in Edinburgh, preparing to 
be a minister ; but in the end he went to London as a tutor 
to a nobleman's little boy. There he wrote a poem called 
WinteTy afterwards adding others on Spring^ Summer^ ^ssd. 
Autumn: the four poems are usuaWj csKl*^ T"h* ^e«Awxa* 



UK2 POETS OF NATURE. 

People in the city were charmed with the fresh, bright pictures 
of country life during the different seasons of the year. The 
poems seemed full of the breath of the country, the scent of 
flowers, the murmur of streams, and the simple dignity of 
man, who, amid his labour in the fields, is reminded of the 
goodness of his ^laker, and by his grateful life gives Grod the 
kind of praise most pleasing to Him. Thomson wrote some 
plays, but they were not so successful as his poems. He wrote 
another long poem besides The Seasons, called The Castle of 
Indolence — a kind of allegory, like Spenser's Faerie Queene. 

4. Both Ramsay and Bums were poor men, living among 
the poor people whom their poems chiefly describe, and both 
saw that the poetry in humble life is just as beautiful as that 
in the lives of the knights and ladies of the old ballads. Allan 
Ramsat spent his early years among the hills of Clydesdale 
and Annandale; and he found time to read a good deal of 
poetry, chiefly ballads, and to see the beauty of nature in the 
country around his home. His longest poem is a kind of 
pastoral play called The Gentle Sheplierd. In it Ramsay de- 
scribes the people and scenery in a Scottish pastoral country. 

5. Robert Burns, the "ploughman" poet, had to work hard 
all his life on his father's or his own farm, and had little 
leisure to spend on study and reading. His book was Nature, 
and perhaps he learned more beautiful lessons from her than 
any that can be learned from books ; and he loved this teacher, 
and so learned the more quickly and easily what she -had to 
teach him. While working in the fields, he would make sweet 
verses about any little thing that he noticed, such as a little 
field-mouse, or a mountain daisy turned up by the plough. 
Then, too, he studied the characters of the people around him, 
and entered with all his heart into the fun and also into the 
earnestness and many trials of their lives. 

6. He put a good deal of the fun into a poem called Tarn o' 
ShanteVy which tells how a half -tipsy farmer, returning from 
market on Hallowe'en, passing Alloway^ Kirk, fancied he saw 



1 AUowAj, near Ayr; the blTlY\v\ace o\ \.Vv« v^l. 
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the witches holding high revel in the old church. In 7^he Cotter^ 8 
SaMrday Night, Bums gives a picture of the humble labourer 
and his family in their life of hard work and simple piety. 
Bums also wrote a dialogue called The Jolly Beggars, But 
perhaps it is by his short songs that Bums is best remembered. 
Many of them have been set to music, and are known and 
loved in most Scottish and in many English homes. Who 
does not love to hear Ye Banks and Braes o' Bonnie Doon, 
Scots Wha Hoe, or My Bonnie Mary, sung by a Scottish tongue if 
7. For a while Burns was in great distress and poverty. He 
at last made up his mind to leave his native land, and wrote 
some beautiful verses bidding it farewell; but a friend came 
forward and helped him to get some of his poems printed. 
This brought him into notice, and he was invited to Edinburgh. 
Perhaps it would have been better for Bums if he had never 
left his plough in order to go there. That glimpse ol tfir«\v^j&fc 
seemed to onsettle him. He was mad^ xoxsL^cSti dl ycl ^^iS5\!^ ^^^^ 
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he was a handsome as well as a clever young man. Sir Walter 
Scott, then a boy, was once at one of the entertainments in 
honour of the poet, and he tells us how delighted he was to 
listen to his voice and to watch his face. 

8. Soon the fine Edinburgh people tired of their new toy, 
and Bums found himself forgotten and neglected. He had to 
go back to his dull farm -work, but he never seems to have 
settled again to steady labour. After a time he was made an 
exciseman, and this work and also his love for merry meetings 
were very dangerous to him. He fell into intemperate and 
careless habits, and died while yet a young man. He has left 
Scotland a legacy of some of the most beautiful songs that have 
ever been written — songs written from the very heart of the 
poet, and so going straight to the hearts of those who read 
them. 

9. What Thomson, Ramsay, and Bums were doing in Scot- 
land, William Cowper was doing in England — ^giving the 
people simple, natural poems which they all could understand. 
Cowper*s was a very sad life. His mother died when he was 
quite a child, and almost his earliest recollections were of watch- 
ing her funeral, and being foolishly told by his nurse that his 
mother would come back. His father, who was a clergyman, 
sent his boy to a boarding-schooL It was a miserable life for 
the sensitive little fellow, not only because of his loneliness, 
but because of his terror of one of the bigger boys, who was 
cowardly enough to take a delight in bullying the new-comer. 
For a long time this conduct went on, and though at last it 
was found out, and the cowardly boy was expelled, Cowper 
never forgot the misery of that time. 

10. He was taken from that school and was sent to Westmin- 
ster School in London. He then became an attorney, and for a 
time was very happy. He and an office companion, Thurlow, 
who afterwards became Lord Chancellor, used to spend a great 
deal of time at the house of Cowper's uncle with his two cousins, 
Harriet and Theodora, both bright, lively girls. When Cowper 
was called to the bar he wished to marry Theodora, but her 

father refused hia consent. This waa a gt^a\. ^«t t« both the 
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young people. Cowper lost all interest and joy in life for a 
time, and Theodora never married ; and though she never saw 
Cowper again, she sent many kindly messages of comfort to 
him through her sister, who became Lady Hesketh. 

11. Soon after that, Cowper's father died, and his dearest 
friend was drowned while bathing. All this helped to sadden 
the poet and bring about the disease which soon came upon him. 
At last a relative of his offered to get Cowper a Government 
appointment as Clerk to the House of Lords, and his friends 
were anxious for him to get it; but when Cowper found he 
was to undergo an examination, though he would probably 
have had no difficulty in passing it, he dreaded the prospect 
very much. This worry, added to the grief he had had, caused 
a fit of insanity. He tortured himself with the thought that he 
was too wicked to live — that God could not love such a wretch 
as he fancied himself. After a time, however, he recovered, and 
went to live at Huntingdon. At first his life waa ve.\r^ Vcsns^^ \ 
but he soon met some very kind imnda— '^^. ^w^^^x^.'^^cc^^^s^.^ 
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and their son and daughter. Mrs. TJnwin became like a 
mother to Cowper, and from that time until her death her home 
became a shelter to the sensitive poet He went to live with 
them; and when they removed to Olney, after Mr. Unwinds 
death, Cowper accompanied them. 

12. There he met another friend, Mr. Newton, a man who 
had been a rough, wild sailor, but was now a clergyman — a 
kind-hearted man, but so fearless himself that he could scarcely 
understand Cowper's timidity ; and perhaps he spoke too much 
of God's wrath against sin, and so helped to bring on a second fit 
of insanity. Yet, strangely enough, Cowper insisted on stay- 
ing in Newton's house. While there he amused himself with 
three pet hares, which he called Puss, Bess, and Tiny, and 
some rabbits and birds, and a small dog called Beau. Perhaps 
the affection of these dumb animals helped to restore his mind. 
When Cowper got better, Mrs. Unwin persuaded him to write 
some longer poems than he had yet attempted, and this gave 
his mind the occupation needed to keep it healthy and sound. 
He wrote poems on The Progress of Error, Truth, Table Talk, 
Hope, Charity, and such subjects. 

13. One day, at Olney, Cowper saw two ladies going into a 
shop opposite. He liked their appearance so much that he asked 
Mrs. Unwin to invite them to tea. Yet when the ladies came 
it was long before he could be persuaded to enter the room, 
being still as shy as in his school days. Wlien he did so, h^ 
was greatly charmed with one of the ladies — Lady Austen, a 
bright, lively woman. The two became great friends ; and 
when Cowper was dull, Lady Austen would tell him amusing 
stories to make him laugh. One of these, John Gilpin, spec- 
ially took his fancy, and he turned it into verse, which I hope 
most of you know. 

14. Another time Lady Austen urged the poet to write a 
poem in blank verse. " What shall I write about?" he asked. 
"Ob, anything. Write a poem on this sofa," replied Lady 
Austen. Tlie poem was written, and Cowper called it The Task, 
because Lady Austen had set it to him to do. The first part was 

^'T/ie Sofa; " other parts were " The Timepiece," " The Garden," 
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"The Winter Evening," "The Winter Morning Walk," "The 
Winter Walk at Noon." Like Thomson, Cowper describes 
nature simply and truly, and gives pictures of country life and 
people as they really are. 

15. While Cowper and Mrs. Unwin were living at Olney, 
his cousin. Lady Hesketh, came on a visit. She brought many 
messages and little presents from some friend of Cowper, whose 
name was not to be mentioned. Perhaps Cowper guessed that 
it was Theodora. Lady Hesketh persuaded those quiet people 
to go out more into society, and also to move to a prettier vil- 
lage a little way from Olney. There they lived for nine years, 
and there Cowper wrote his translation of Homer's "Iliad," and 
also some very tender lines. To Mary, Mary was Mrs. Unwin, 
his constant old friend, whose health was now beginning to 
fail She had had a shock of paralysis, which had taken away 
her power of speech and the use of her limbs. Cowper writes : — 

" Thy spirits have a fainter flow ; 
I see thee daily weaker grow ; 
TVas my distress that brought thee low, 
My Mary! 

" Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 
Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme, 
My Mary ! 

" Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 
My Mary!" 

16. The old friendship lasted to the end; and when, after 
travelling from place to place seeking health, Mrs. Unwin 
died, Cowper spent five years in a cloud of grief and gloom ; 
and at last, in the year 1800, he passed away. His life had been 
a dark one, but he had never lost his faith in God and His 
goodness ; and in all his works he had tried to help on the cause 
of freedom and universal brotherhood. His pen had been ever 
ready to write against tyranny and oppression, whether it was 
the petty cruelty of the big school-boy towards ^iJtvei\\\>i\fe ^^T^fe^Vcovsv 
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which he himself had suffered, or the wicked slave system that 
meant misery for suffering creatures quite unknown to him. 
He writes thus about slavery : — 

" I would not have a slave to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 
And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever gained. 
No ; dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 
Just estimation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slave. 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him.** 

17. In all his writings Cowper sets himself strongly against 
the falsity of the fashionable society of his time, with its pomp 
and pretence, and delights in the simple pleasures of country 
life — ^the winter walk, or the quiet cosy evenings at home with 
the curtains closed, the urn hissing on the tea-table, the ladies 
busy with their embroidery, while he is enjoying his book or 
his newspaper. In spite of all his gloom, too, Cowper looked 
forward hopefully to better times. As he himself says : — 

" For all were once 

Perfect, and all must be at length restored 

Haste then." 

18. Hope in the improvement of society was growing 
stronger, but it rested chiefly on changes of government 
You have heard how the French tried to gain greater freedom 
by the Revolution. Many living in England at that time, 
especially young men, were full of hopefulness as to what 
that change might bring about. You can imagine how the 
young poets of the time would especially welcome the pros- 
pect of freedom. 

CHAPTER XXV. 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

J. One of those young poets who watched the movements of 
Fhance with eager eyes was "William. Wobdsworth, a poet who 



WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 139 




WILLIAM WORDSWOaiH. 

had been brought up among the beautiful lakes and mountains of 
the north of England — the Lake Country, as it is called. He was 
then at Cambridge, and the stir of the Revolution had reached 
his quiet life there, and set all his young pulses beating with 
hope. He afterwards wrote about that time — 

" Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, 

But to be young was very heaven ! 

Not favoured spots alone, but the whole earth, 
The beauty wore of promise, that which sets 
The budding rose above the rose full blown. 
What temper at the prospect ! " 

Wordsworth was in Paris at the time of the terrible massacres, 
and would have joined the Girondists, ^ and probably have been 
guillotined with them, if his friends had not insisted on his re- 
turning home. It was not long before all Wordsworth's hopes 

1 Olrondlfti, moderate republicans ; named from tYie ^«p«xN.m«ii\. cA. Q\x^\A<«i Vb. 
FnuMMu 
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died oat, as he saw that the reign of a careless king had been 
exchanged for what was far worse — ^the brutal cruelty of the 
Reign of Terror. ^ 

2. When Wordsworth returned from France after the Reign 
of Terror, he went to London, not knowing what he should do 
next ; and perhaps not caring very much, since his hopes for 
the dawn of liberty had been so cruelly disappointed. It was 
just at that time, when her help was most sorely needed, that 
Wordsworth's sister Dorothy went to live with him and be his 
devoted companion and friend. As children, they had seen but 
little of each other, for Dorothy did not live in her own home, 
but with friends at a distance. Now she left the Lake country 
and came to the south, to Dorsetshire, where Wordsworth 
settled for a short tima Soon they moved to another house 
among the Somersetshire hills, and there, besides his sister, Words- 
worth found a very interesting and sympathetic friend in his 
neighbour, the poet Coleridga Together they decided upon 
writing a volume of poetry. Some years later this volume 
appeared, under the name of Lyrical Ballads, Most of the 
poemc in it were by Wordsworth, only The ArtAsient Ma/riner 
and one or two others were written by Coleridge, who was a 
dreamy man, always making great plans, but seldom doing what 
he planned. 

3. In the same year that the Lyrical Ballads were pub- 
lished, Wordsworth and Coleridge went to Germany, and had 
a pleasant excursion there, reading a great deal of German 
literature, especially German ballads, and taking a great inter- 
est in the German philosophy. Wordsworth and his sister 
spent the winter there. When they came back to England, 
instead of settling in the south, they went northwards to their 
own beautiful native country of lakes and mountains. By this 
time Wordsworth had quite made up his mind what his work 
was to be — writing poetry which should describe nature and 
human life simply and truthfully. He could afford to give 

/ The Reign of Terror, the period in I to bring to execution »I1 who objected to 
trA/cA the republican HobefmiArre and his \ \:kie\x t^oN«tnm«at, or of whom thtij were 
Af-soaiatea mied Fnnoe. Their policy was \ ^«ai;io\x&. 
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his time to this work, as he had received payment of a debt 
owed to his father, and also a legacy from a friend. So with 
his sister to keep house for him, the poet settled down to a 
quiet yet busy life in a cottage near Grasmere. In the year 
1800 he published a second volume of Lyrical Ballads. 

4. A few years afterwards he married a lady named Mary 
Hutchinson, whom he describes in the following versos : — 

" She was a phantom of delight 
When first she gleamed upon my sight ; 
A lovely apparition sent 
To be a moment's ornament ; 
Her eyes as stars of twilight fair ; 
Like twilight, too, her dusky hair ; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful dawn : 
A dancing shape, an image g.iy, 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay." 

Before her marriage he only knew her as this bright vision, 
but afterwards he found her — • 

" Upon nearer view 

A spirit, yet a woman too ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles. 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles." 

He found in his wife not only all the brightness he had seen 

before, but — 

" The reason firm, the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill." 

To him she seemed — 

" A perfect woman, nobly planned 
To warn, to comfort, and command ; 
And yet a spirit still, and bright 
With something of an angel light. " 

5. His sister seems still to have lived with Wordsworth and 
his wife ; and their baby-daughter was probably named after 
her aunt, but was cf\V<'(^ '^^r-> +- '*" ^^Acrvyv^ \\«t ^tov^. ^Oc^a 
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other Dorothy Wordsworth. They seem to have Kved very 
happily together in their mountain home. Those of you who 
have been in the Lake country know how peaceful and grand 
its mountain solitudes are, and can well imagine how a poet 
would delight in the changing lights and shadows on the moun- 
tains, and the shimmering lakes, the sunsets and sunrises, the 
beautiful lonely walks over the fells, the notes of the wild 
birds that haunt the upland moors, and the many-coloured wild 
flowers that spangle moor and meadow. In winter, too, when 
Rydal Lake was frozen over and the mountains were covered 
with snow, Wordsworth loved to join the skaters, or to watch 
them as they flitted over the glassy surface, the ring of 
the steel against the ice echoing through the clear air. If you 
ever visit Grasmere, you will see many of the scenes described 
in Wordsworth's poems, and also many of his haunts, — the 
little cottage where he lived; the larger house, to which he 
afterwards moved, called Rydal Mount, just at the foot of a 
mountain ; the churchyard where he is buried ; and a stone on 
the top of a mound of earth overlooking the lake, where he 
used to sit 

6. From time to time poet-friends came and settled near 
Wordsworth, and learned to love his beautiful Lake country 
as ho did. The poet Southey lived at Keswick, not very far 
from Grasmere; and for some time Coleridge made his home 
with Southey. In the last year of the century but one, 1799, 
Wordsworth began to write the Introduction to his longest 
poem. This introductory poem was named The Prelude^ which 
was intended to describe the growth and history of a poet's 
mind. Like a kind of ante-chapel, it was to lead into a 
greater poem — The Reclvse, Only part of Tlie Reduse was 
published, under the name of "The Excursion;" but the frag- 
ment is enough to show us what a grand poem it would have 
been if completed. 

7. The chief characters in " The Excursion " are an old Scot- 
tish pedlar called the Wanderer ; a man called the Solitary (or 
Recluse), whose hopes have all been disappointed, and who has 

come to close his life in t\ie mo\xTi\.9u\iv ^oVltAidea of the Lake 
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country ; and the Pastor. There are many beautiful passages 
in the poem describing the grand scenery of the Lake country, 
and the simple life of its people, with their joys and sorrows ; 
while through all runs the same idea that we find in Milton's 
great poem — that, after all, obedience and devotion to duty are 
the only roads to highest happiness. 

8. Besides this long poem, Wordsworth published many 
collections of shorter ones. Most often they were about the 
beauties of nature which he saw around him — mountains, 
clouds, waterfalls, lakes, birds, flowers. Each could wake 
him into song. Many of his poems took the shape of sonnets. 
His sonnets on national independence and liberty are very fine, 
and remind us that he had never given up the hopes and 
dreams of his early days, in spite of his horror at the excesses 
of the French Revolution. To the end of his long and busy 
life Wordsworth took the greatest interest in all that was 
taking place in the busy world outside his quiet home, and 
often wrote, both in prose and in verse, his opinions on the 
great questions of the times. 

9. Another of Wordsworth's longer poems is The White Doe 
of RylaUme, The subject was one of the legends of the Lake 
country, telling how, not long after the monasteries in England 
had been done away with, a white doe used to come from 
Rylstone over the fells to Bolton Abbey every Sunday, and 
stay in the churchyard during the service, going away when it 
was over. Wordsworth made the story into a very beautiful 
poem, which I hope you will one day read. But though he 
perhaps liked best to describe his own native mountain and 
lake scenery, Wordsworth often made excursions into other 
parts of England and into strange lands, and he gives us pic- 
tures of the scenes he saw. With his sister he made an ex- 
cursion into Scotland, and he gives us several fine pictures of 
Scottish scenery. 

10. During the later part of his life, Wordsworth had a 
pension from Government of £300 a-year ; and when his friend 
Southey died, he was made poet-laureate. His last poem wa& 
an ode written when Prince Albert "became CS^wcva^^t ^I'Ocl^ 
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Univenjity of Oxford. The death of his only daughter, Doib, 
waH a gr(ttit grief to our poet, and though he Kved on for three 
yean* afU.*rward8, he never quite recovered from the blow. He 
dltal on the anniversary of Shakespeare's death (and probably 
of his birth too), the 23rd of April 1850, at the age of eighty. 
lUi lies buritid in the peaceful little churchyard of Grasmere, 
JxitwrMm a yew-tree and a thorn, the latter of which he himself 
haci plant<id years before. 

11. Ah you grow older, you may perhaps hear of Words- 
worth's theory of poetry, and you will want to know what is 
irKiant by that. He was a poet, first, because God had given him 
the pn^ciouH gift of a poet's soul ; but he gave his life to poetiy, 
wHjoudly, becauHC he saw in it the best way of reaching the 
truth about tin; great questions of Man and Nature and Human 
liifn, and the b(!Ht way of teaching men the lessons to be learned 
from truth. He felt his calling to be that of a prophet and 
U»ach(^r. " Ev(»ry gn^at poet," he said, " is a teacher. I wish 
to b(^ i!()nHi(lored as a teacher, or as nothing." In his own 
words, tin* })urpoHO of his poetry was "to console the afflicted; 
to add HunHliiiie to daylight by making the happy happier; to 
tf»nch tli(^ young and the gracious of every age to see, to think, 
and to feel, and therefore to become more actively and securely 
virtuous." Was not tliat a grand idea of a poet's work? Let 
ua stH> how Wordsworth set himself to carry it out. 

12. TiOoking on nature and on human life with the poet's 
«\ve, Wonisworth saw in them a beauty that others did not 
notion Ho saw that he need not go far to find subjects for this 
}>«M»try. There was, ready for his pen, a great deal which even 
tlu^ giH»atest poets before him had had to leave unsung : there 
iH 80 much in onlinary daily life and scenes to touch the haman 
lunvrt^ Thomson, Gray, and Burns had discovered the power 
of suoh simple subjtvts, and had put them into their poetry; 
but it Wi\s loft for Wonisworth to perfect the work. Thougfa 
truth to naturo and real life was the foundation of his poetry, 
Wonisworth gaN-e all that he saw a new interest and bewoity, 
^>eV/iMs«> ho viowtnl the objects with the poet's vision. **Tha 

pi>wtT of hills vi-as on him ; the m\isa& ^l ^w%\«i^ -w%a in bis 
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ears ; light and darkness wove their spells for him." The 
simplest flower took a new loveliness from the eyes with which 
he looked at it. 

13. Perhaps we, all of us, can understand this, at least a 
little. We know how much more beautiful all things seem to 
us when we are happy, and look on them with bright eyes; 
while the same things seem dull and stupid, if we are so our- 
selves. Much of the beauty of the outside world depends on 
our own minds, and on the way in which we look at it. We all 
wear rose-coloured spectacles at times ; but no doubt the poets 
have more wonderful spectacles than any of us, and that may 
explain how Wordsworth saw so much beauty where others saw 
only common, uninteresting things. So, in his poetry truth 
and fancy go hand in hand; and as we go with them, they open 
our eyes to the beauty and glory of the simplest human life. 

14. It may be only the story of a little girl lost in the snow 
on the wild moors, or the fancy of a little seven-year-old maiden 
sitting in the churchyard eating her supper, or the grief of poor 
Alice Fell, who sits crying for the loss of her cloak (for Words- 
woiih. loved to write about children, and many of his poems 
tell what children think and feel) ; but whatever it is, however 
humble or however grand, the story is told in such a way as to 
open our eyes to truths which many of us have never thought 
about — at least in the same way, though they were always there, 
like the skylark in one of his poems, the poet could soar to the 
heavens as well as drop into a lowly nest, and sometimes he 
chose grand subjects from history for his poems ; but he would 
not choose anything that was not perfectly pure and truthful, 
for purity and truth he valued above all other things. 

15. In his language, too, Wordsworth sought the greatest 
simplicity. He did not see why the simple language of daily 
life should not be used in poetry, instead of the fine, grand words 
used in the poetry of the age of Pope. So he told his simple 
stories in the simplest possible language ; but perhaps he was a 
Uttle mistaken in thinking that the poet ought always to keep 
to the language of everyday life. Many critics thought so, and 
when the Lyrical Ballads appeared they m«Aei «» \gc%aX» wiJwsrj* 
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" This win nevar do," wrote one of them ; but he was wrong. 
" It did do;" for people were tired of artificiality, and were glad 
to return to natnre and simplicity. Besides, Wordsworth did 
not keep to the language of everyday life. He was unable to do 
so : his grand thoughts carried him away, and expressed them- 
selves in grand and beautiful languageL So that it is only in a 
few of his earlier poems that we find the language so common- 
place as to be almost ridiculous. 

16. When he was attacked by the critics, Wordsworth found 
a warm defender in his friend Coleridge, who perhaps under- 
stood Wordsworth better than that poet understood himself. 
Coleridge did not try to prove that Wordsworth's poetry 
was without faults. He thought him wrong on many points : 
for instance, in thinking that the words of everyday life were 
fit for poetry. But at the same time he showed how truly great 
he was; how pure his language was, how fresh his thought 
and fancy, how unfailing his truth, and how noble his purpose. 
Since Coleridge's death, Wordsworth has found many critics and 
readers ready to give him the high place in our literature which 
he deserves. 



CHAPTER XXYL 
WORDSWORTH'S FRIENDS. 



1. While Wordsworth was going to school at Hawkshead, and 
in his playtime was learning great lessons from the mountains 
and lakes in the north of England, away down in the far south, 
in Devonshire, a little boy was living in a world of books and 
day-dreams. That boy was Samuel Taylor Coleridge. His 
father was a vicar, not very rich, and with a large family. 
By-and-by the boy went to London to Christ's Hospital ; and 
one day, when wandering in the streets, he met a stranger, who 
began to talk to the dreamy-looking youth, and finding out his 
love for books, got him admission to a circulating library. 
Nothing could have pleased the boy better, and he read through 
the whole catalogue — ^poetry, stories, history, philosophy, every- 
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thing — so that at fonrteen his knowledge would have puzzled a 
wise man ; and yet he was ignorant of most things that school- 
boys learn. 

2. The boy had no ambition, and when the time had come 
for him to leave school, he was about to apprentice himself to a 
shoemaker. But the head-master interfered, and made Cole- 
ridge work for a scholarship, which took him to Cambridge. In 
his first year he gained a gold medal for a Greek poem ; but 
in the next two years he lost his scholarship, and got into debt> 
and also into trouble for taking the side of the French Revolu- 
tionists. Suddenly he disappeared from college, and could 
nowhere be found. 

3. One day in London the colonel of a regiment of dragoons 
was inspecting some recruits. Turning to a dreamy-looking 
lad, he asked, "What's your name, sir]" — " Comberbach," was 
the answer. — "What do you come here for?" — "Sir, for what 
most other persons come, to be made a soldier." — " Do you 
think," said the colonel, " you could run a Frenchman through 
the body 1 " — " I do not know," replied the recruit, " as I have 
never tried; but 111 let a Frenchman run me through the body 
before I'll run away." — " That will do," replied the colonel, and 
the recruit was enlisted. About four months afterwards, the 
captain of his company noticed some Latin words written under 
Comberbach's saddle, and wondering how one who knew Latin 
should come to be a common soldier, he made inquiry, and dis- 
covered that the new recruit was no other than our friend Cole- 
ridge, who had enlisted under a name which he had seen over 
a baker's shop. He had made a bad dragoon, but had been very 
useful to his comrades by writing their letters, while they in re- 
turn groomed his horse and kept his uniform in order. So he 
was discharged. He had written some poetry, which he now 
published under the title of Juvenile Verses, 

4. In the same year (1794), while at Oxford, he met the poet 
Southey, and the two young men became great friends. They 
and some others, young and hopeful like themselves, formed a 
scheme for emigrating to America, and formm^ ^ ^Q«i\fc\?^ xsx 
which all were to he equal, all were to Nvoxk, ^xA xio ^w^^'R^^ 
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to be unhappy. All were to be married : the wives were to 
cook and do the housework ; the husbands were to spend their 
leisure time in reading and in writing poetry. Those were grand 
castles in the air ; but they came to nothing, for the only step 
any of them ever took was to marry. Three of them — Coleridge, 
Southey, and another poet who died very soon — married three 
sisters. The wives, like the husbands, had youth and hope, 
but no money. Coleridge started a newspaper, which &iled. 
He then went with his young wife to live at the foot of the 
Somersetshire hills, and though poor, they seem to have been 
happy. 

5. In their quiet cottage, while his young wife sat sewing or 
rocking her baby to sleep, Coleridge wrote some of his best 
poetry — his Ode on the Departing Year, the first part of a long 
poem called Christabel, The Ancient Mariner, and a tragedy 
called Remorse, He had also made acquaintance with his poet- 
neighbour Wordsworth, and the two poets became great friends. 
They went together to Germany, where Coleridge lived for 
more than a year, reading German poetry and philosophy as 
eagerly as he had read English books when a school-boy. On 
his return to England, he went to live with his friend Southey 
at Keswick ; and so the two sisters were together, while Words 
worth and his sister were not too far off to be visited and to 
visit them. 

6. For a time Coleridge seems never to have thought it his 
duty to work for himself or his wife and children, but left all 
that to Southey, who was a very hard-working man. At last 
he got some work to do for a newspaper called the Morning 
Post ; and a little later he went to Malta as secretary to the 
English governor there. But he soon grew tired of regular 
work, so in less than a year, after a journey in Italy, he came 
back to England. There he wrote and lectured by fits and starta 
He was naturally dreamy and lazy ; but he had also taken to 
eating opium, which made him still dreamier and more irregular 
in his work. So he never really did as much work as he might 
have done, but went dreaming through life, letting his friends 

provide for bim and his family. 
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7. He went again to live with Southey at Grasmere, and 
started a new paper called The Friend, But sometimes he wrote 
well and sometimes badly, and as people did not know what to 
expect, they ceased to buy the paper. Then Lord Byron per- 
suaded Coleridge to publish the " wild and wondrous tale " of 
Christabely which had been begun soon after his marriage. The 
second part had been written after his return from Germany ; 
but the poem, like much that Coleridge began to do, was never 
finished. He wrote dramas and a number of very fine prose 
works — political pamphlets, sermons, and criticisms. He planned 
a poem which was to be as grand as Milton's Paradise Lost; but 
he did no more than plan it, and talk about it with his friends. 

8. Time passed on, and Coleridge wrote less and less, and 
talked more and more, living in the house of his friend Mr. Gill- 
man, a surgeon in Highgate, London, for the last nineteen years 
of his life, while his wife and children lived on at Keswick with 
Southey. Many came to listen to the grand talker, just as they 
had come to hear Dr. Johnson; and perhaps many learned their 
most useful lessons from him, afterwards giving to the world in 
their own works the wisdom Coleridge was too dreamy or too 
indolent to put on paper. At the age of sixty-two, Coleridge 
died in Mr. Gillman's house. This is the epitaph which he 
wrote for himself the winter before he died : — 

" Stop, Christian passer-by ! Stop, child of God I 
And read with gentle breath, * Beneath this sod 
A poet lies, or that which once seemed he — 
Oh, lift a thought in prayer for S. T. 0. ! 
That he, who many a year, with toil of breath. 
Found death in life, may here find life in death ! 
Mercy for praise — to be forgiven for fame ; 
He asked and hoped through Christ — do thou the same.'" 

9. All Coleridge's best poetry was written when he was still 
a young man living in Somersetshire. The Rime of the Ancient 
Mariner is a wonderful story beautifully told. The story itself 
is borrowed, but the dreamy grace and delicacy with which it 
is told are Coleridge's own. The story of the mariner, with 
his long gray beard and glittering eye, fascinates us so th&t ^^ 
must read on, and learn how tbie k\\\m^ oi >i)Dkfe ^^J^^Xxoes^^^s^ 
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revenged, and how the curse was broken only when the mariner's 
heart was softened by suffering, and he blessed the water-snake& 
The moral of the story is, that only he who loves " all things, 
both great and small," is like the great God whose name is love, 
" who made and loveth all." To find anything at all like The 
Ancient Mwriner, so wild, and weird, and wonderful, we must 
go to the German ballads which Coleridge loved so much. We 
have nothing else quite like it in our English languaga 

10. Coleridge's long poem Christahel is the story of how a 
witch called Geraldine bewitches the sweet maid Christabel, the 
daughter of a rich baron named Sir Leoline. Christabel goes 
out into the wood to pray for her lover, a young knight about 
whom she has had a bad dream. While she kneels beneath the 
oak-tree where she used to meet him, she hears a moan, and 
stealing to the other side of the oak — 

" There she sees a damsel bright 
Brest in a silken robe of white, 
That shadowy in the moonlight shone : 
The neck that made that white lobe wan, 
Her stately neck and arms were bare ; 
Her blue- veined feet unsandalled were ; 
And wildly glittered here and there 
The g^ms entangled in her hair." 

11. This beautiful lady, whose name is Geraldine, tells a 
pitiful tale of how she had been carried off* by some horsemen 
from her father's hall, and left in a trance beneath the oak-tree. 
Full of pity, gentle Christabel takes the lady home, and shares 
her bed with her. While Christabel is asleep the spell of the 
witch seizes her, and she has terrible dreams. Next morning 
Sir Leoline discovers that Geraldine is the daughter of Sir 
Roland de Yaux of Tryermaine, once his dearest friend, but 
now his bitterest foe. 

" Alas ! they had been friends in youth, 
But whispering tongues can poison truth*, 
And constancy lives in realms above ; 

And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ; 
And to be wroth with one welo^e 
Doth work like madneaa on t\ie\iTaifli?* 
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At first, in his rage, he ahnost curses Geraldine ; but after a 
time he too &Ils under the spell, and sends a friendly mes- 
sage to Sir Eroland, bidding him come and fetch his daughter. 
But Christabel, fearing the influence of Geraldine's snake-like 
eyes, bids her father send the lady away. In rage. Sir Leoline 
turns and reproaches his daughter for what he thinks is woman's 
jealousy, which would have him dishonour himself by inhos< 
pitality. 

12. Some of the sweetest verses Coleridge wrote are those 
called Love, and among the grandest is his Hymn before Sunrise 
in the Vale of Ghcmwmii, Much of his poetry is very dreamy 
and difficult to understand, but the verse is very musical and 
sweet. Gh/riatahel is written in a strange measure — lines of 
irregular length, with accents falling at certain intervals. This 
metre greatly delighted Lord Byron and Sir Walter Scott, both 
of whom imitated it. After Coleridge's death much of his con- 
versation was collected and published as " Table-talk." It gives 
us some idea of the grand work he might have done had he 
chosen to exert himself more than he did. 

13. A very different man from Coleridge was his friend 
Southey, one of the busiest writers of his own or of any time. 
Coleridge worked too little, Southey too much, and we scarcely 
know which was the greater mistake. His whole time was 
given to literature ; each hour had its special task of writing 
or preparation for writing ; his library was his world, his books 
were his dearest friends. He himself says, — 

" My days among the dead are passed ; 

Around me I behold, 
Where'er these casual eyes are cast, 

The mighty minds of old : 
My never-failing friends are they. 
With whom I converse night and day." 

His writings are of many kinds — in poetry, history, criticism — 
and fill ten large volumes ; while the unpublished verses which 
he burned were, he himself says, more in number than all he 
published during his lifetime. 

H. Such wafi 'Ro^E^Kt Southey, Co\eTidg;e>aiicV«rA>cA\i^^*Owst- 
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WriKW, He warn ednes&ed sc WoteuDSfier and Ozfovd, and 

khd omTisiLed in Spaizi ami Portogal widi kii mde. Before 
that lie had been ptivaselT mamed to Miss Edidi nicker, the 
vatet ci CoLendge's wife. On his remm izcuk Povtiigaly Southej 
itadied law; haz his pcet-mizid foazid it dull and diy. His 
heahh £uled, and be recnmed to Portugal for a rear. Whoi 
be came hat^ he went to ttsxi Coleridge at Keswi^ in Chreta 
Hall, the hoaae which afterwards became bis own. For a year 
Soother was a aecretarr under GoTemment ; bat the work was 
distastefol to him, so be was ^ad to be umaecniangfietL From 
that time he made writing his work, and went to live at Greta 
Hall, Keswick. He had a GoTemment pension, bat had to 
work basil J to keep himself, bis wife and familj, and his wife's 
two sisters — Mrs. Coleridge, and the widow of the tiiird young 
poet who had died soon after his marriaga In 1813 he became 
poet-laureate. 

15. Till nearly the end of his life Southey kept on working 
hard, with scarcely any of the rest and change and out-door life 
he recommended so strongly for other& He could have become 
a member of Parliament and a baronet^ but was too busy to 
care for either honour or power. A great trouble came on him. 
His wife became imbecile, and, after lingering for three years, 
died. The poet married again, his second wife being a poetess. 
This lady did all she could to brighten the last years of his life; 
but he had worked too hard, and now the busy brain became 
clouded and dull He used to wander helplessly among his 
beloved books, talking to them as if they were alive and patting 
them, but not able any longer to understand them if he tried to 
read. 

16. For three years he lived this sad life, then he died, 
leaving behind him one of the finest libraries in England. He 
had been a good father, a faithful, generous friend, and, in 
spite of his hard work, usually a cheerful, bright acquaintance. 
Wordsworth wrote a beautiful epitaph for his friend's grava 
The closing lines are, — 

" Hi« joya, his griefs have vanished like a doad 
/•VoiJi Skiddaw*a top ; but Vve U> ^eKv«ii Ni%a ^t^Nfr^ 
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Through a life long and pure ; and steadfast faith 
Calmed in his soul the fear of change and death." 

17. Southey's longer poems are not much read now. Most 
of them are Eastern stories, full of pictures of Indian and 
Moorish scenery and life. The best are The Cv/rae of Kehama 
and Roderick, the Last of the Goths. His prose works are now 
almost unread, and people know him best from his shorter 
pieces, such as The Inchcape Bell, Mary the Maid of tJie Inn, 
The Battle of Blenheim, Lord William, The Old Wom^n of Berke- 
hy, and The HoUy Tree. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 
SCOTT AND mS FOLLOWERS. 

1. More than a hundred years ago, in the city of Edinburgh, 
a boy was bom of whom aU Scotland was one day to be proud ; 
prouder even than it was of its ploughman-poet Bums, or any 
of the sweet singers before him — Thomson, who wrote The 
Seasons, Hogg the Ettrick Shepherd, or Campbell, or any 
other of the long list of Scottish minstrels. Walter Scott 
was the son of a Writer to the Signet, as a law-agent is 
called in Scotland. He was a delicate boy, slightly lame, and 
instead of being sent early to school he went to live with 
his grandfather near Kelso, in the beautiful romantic Border 
country. 

2. Some one advised a strange remedy for the boy's lameness 
— that he should be wrapped in the skin of a newly-killed 
sheep. So the little fellow used to crawl about in this queer 
woolly dress like a Border lambkin. He got stronger, but 
the lameness still remained. He was always fond of ballads, 
and used to try to sing them, though he had never a very good 
ear for music. It is said that when he was about three years 
old he used to sing out the ballad of Hardyknut so loudly as to 
drown the minister's voice, which was a very &\e o\3l<&. 

3. He was very fond of reading, aivd 'S^Ci^ xt^^va% \ifc^^X»5^ 
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ihesn to wander cff with some rtorj or poetry book, and speod 
the miininer daj beside the tabrerj Tweed or in the shadow <^ 
the Eildon HiIUl He would no doubt sometinies wander into 
the mins of Drybnr^ Abbey, where he now lies buried, and 
perhapn even there he made stories about the olden times when 
the abljey was first built His favourite book was Percy's 
UeUqiWff which he used to read under a plane tree in an old 
garden at Kelso, and from this collection of old ballads he 
perhaps first gr/t his desire to write poetry. 

4. }fe delighted in ballads of all kinds, and if one were 
repeated to him only once he remembered it so well as to be able 
to say it by heart. Yet when he went back to Edinburgh and 
beoarne a High School boy, for a while Scott was considered 
raihnr a dull boy, and later he used to declare that he had been 
tlm (lution of Ins class. He never liked his Greek lessons, but 
Uiartind a good deal of Latin and of modem languages. But 
pnthapH Hooht learned more that was really useful to him in 
^fi/i^r Htn (luring a long illnos^ \?\v©ti \ift \v^d, ^ «tay in bed. 
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He read every book of ballads and stories that he could get ; 
and he sometimes amused himself by setting up pebbles in rows 
to imitate the soldiers in the battles he was reading about, 
arranging and re-arranging them as they were in the real fight. 

6. After a year or two at Edinburgh University, Scott studied 
for the bar, and at the age of twenty-one became one of the 
many " briefless barristers " or advocates (as they are called in 
Scotland) who then, as they still do, paced the floor of the 
Parliament House in Edinburgh. But dearly did he love to 
throw aside his gown and wig and be off* on a "raid," generally 
into the Border country, making friends with the people, pick- 
ing up ballads, stories, and legends, and getting to know the 
character and life of the people whom he afterwards in his 
novels described so welL One of Scott's friends who used to 
join him in his raids describes him thus : — " Eh me, sic an 
endless fund o' humour and drollery as he had wi' him ! 
Never ten yards but we were either laughing or roaring and 
singing ; wherever we stopped how brawlie he suited himsel' to 
everybody ! He aye did as the lave [others] did — never made 
himsel' the great man, or took ony airs in the company." 

6. At that time it became a fashion in Edinburgh to study 
German literature, and one of the first scholars of the language 
was Walter Scott. He was so delighted with two ballads called 
Lenore and The Wild Huntsman, that he sat up nearly all night 
to finish translating them with the help of a dictionary ; and 
to the great surprise of the lady who had lent him the book, 
he returned it the next morning with a translation in verse. 
These translations were his first published works. A year 
afterwards he married and settled down in a cottage at Lass- 
wade,^ to work hard with his pen. He translated a German 
play; and in the same year he was made Sheriff* of Selkirkshire, 
with an income of about .£300 a-year. He then went to live 
at Ashestiel, a pretty house on the banks of the Tweed. Here 
he was very busy collecting Border ballads, which he published 
in three volumes, with some imitations made by himself. 

1 Lasswade, 6 miles tToni'E4Aii\>\)Ln\i. 
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7. But the time had come when his pen was to be used wholly 
in the service of his own brain, and not merely in translating or 
collecting the works of others. Lady Dalkeith, the daughter-in- 
law of Scott's "chieftain" the Duke of Buccleuch, asked Scott to 
write her a ballad on a legend called Gilpin Horner, He sat 
down intending to write only a few verses ; but the poem grew 
from a ballad into a long romance in verse. It was published 
under the title of The Lay of the Last Minstrel, and at once 
made Scott famous. It is the freshest of all his poems, and 
takes one's thoughts away from the dulness of a quiet life, back 
into the Middle Ages, with its knights and ladies and heroic 
adventurers. It was a great success, and Scott was able to 
give up the bar altogether and devote himself to writing. His 
next poem, The Lady of the Lake, took his readers into the 
lovely scenery of the Trossachs and the unknown poetry of 
Highland clan life, which Scott had become acquainted with 
through his having to go into that district on a business 
journey. His third poem, Marmion, was chiefly composed on 
horseback ; and the verse seems to gallop along as Scott's strong 
horse galloped in the fresh air over the green turf. " Oh, man!" 
Scott would say, "I had many a grand gallop among these 
braes when I was thinking of Marmion,'' The Lord of the 
Isles and RoJcehy were written some time after his first novel 

8. But by this time the fickle taste of readers had begun to 
tire of Scott's poetry, and turned to Byron's as something quite 
new and different But Scott was not to be outdone. If he 
had lost the Genius of the Ring, as some one says of him, he 
now found the Genius of the Lamp in the shape of Wa/oerley 
and the novels that followed it. He was then living in Edin- 
burgh, in Castle Street, and night after night, and often all 
night long, the busy pen could be seen moving rapidly along, 
filling sheet after sheet with almost miraculous speed. If you 
go to the Advocates' Library in Edinburgh, you will see the 
manuscript of Waverley just as he wrote it, and you will be sur- 
prised at the very few corrections in it. The stories seemed to 

Bowfrom his pen. All Edinburgh was soon talking of Waverley^ 
wondering who could be the author. "Eot ^Ncii\ftfeTL^«Kc^\3sift 



scxyrr and his followers. 167 

*' Wizard of the North " went on enchanting readers with his 
wondrous tales. 

9. Scott had found a fortune in his pen : what would he do 
with his money ? He would carry out his life-long wish and 
build a grand castle, such as those he had described, by the 
banks of his beautiful Tweed. So bit by bit land was added, and 
Abbotsford grew into a Gothic mansion with " a tall tower at 
either end, zigzagged gables, fantastic waterspouts, stained-glass 
windows ; while the rooms in it were filled with sideboards and 
carved chests, adorned with cuirasses, helmets, swords of every 
order, from the claymore and rapier to some German execu- 
tioner's sword." And there Scott — now Sir Walter ^ — lived in 
good old style with his wife and daughters, his dogs and game- 
keepers and shepherds, keeping open house to his relatives, 
friends, and neighbours, doing the "honours of Scotland" to 
many a stranger from foreign lands, singing ballads, and sound- 
ing pibrochs, hunting and dancing — himself the life and soul 
of every merry-making, with his hearty laugh and merry stories. 

10. But all this ended when the bookselling firm of Constable 
and Co., and the printing firm of Ballantyne and Co., in which 
Scott was a partner, failed, and he found himself at the age 
of fifty-five a ruined man with a debt of £117,000. It was 
then that the brave old Scottish spirit showed itself at its best. 
Refusing all favour, Scott merely asked for time, and setting to 
work at once he wrote untiringly for four years, and in that time 
reduced the debt to £54,000. But the effort cost him his lifa 
He became paralyzed ; and after a tour in Italy and Germany 
in search of health, he returned to his beloved Abbotsford to die. 

11. I am not going to say much of Scott's works, for I hope, 
if you do not already know them, you will lose no time in becom- 
ing acquainted with them. True, there is much in them that can 
only be fully enjoyed in later life ; but nearly all boys and girls 
enjoy the fresh, stirring life of the poems, and the thrilling ad- 
ventures in the novels. If we do not get quite an exact picture 
of history from Scott's pages, we at least get a love of it that 

i «r Walter. He was made a baronet in \«W>, n\i«ii\» -iw^ VstM-^Eft»», 
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will make us want to learn more. If we find the long historical 
discursions and introductions wearisome at first, we forget all 
that when once we have got into the story itself. Scott has 
peopled Scotland with figures from his novels, characters of 
every age and rank in life, from the baron to the beggar, from 
the fine lady to the fishwife — innkeepers, old wives, rogues, 
pirates, freebooters, Rob Roy, Dominie Sampson, Meg Merrilees, 
Madge Wildfire, Jeanie Deans, and the Laird o' Dumbiedykea 

12. For young folks who love the stories of Scottish history, 
few books are more delightful than that which Sir Walter 
wrote for his little grandson, Master Hugh Lockhart, calling 
it Tales of a Grandfather. It was to little Hugh's father 
that Scott on his deathbed said these, almost his last words : — 
"Be a good man — ^be virtuous, be religious — ^be a good man. 
Nothing else will give you any comfort when you come to lie 
hera" 

13. In the hands of Scott the novel became the favourite 
form of prose literature. We have had many good novel- 
writers since the days of the " Waverley Novels," and perhaps 
in the present day there are more novels than are good for 
people. But if one does not read too many, one may get great 
enjoyment and help from novels. There are times when one is 
too tired to read anything harder, and a really good story takes 
one's thoughts away from work just as a talk with a friend 
or a pleasant walk does. A really great novel does more than 
this — it teaches us to know ourselves and other people better; it 
takes us to other lands which we may be unable to see for our- 
selves ; it even teaches us the great lessons of life. Thackeray, 
for instance, in his novels makes his readers share his scorn for 
shams and pretences. Dickens tells us of the sufferings of the 
poor in such a way that our hearts are touched to help them. 
An English lady, who wrote under the name of George Eliot, 
shows us better perhaps than any other how character may be 
made noble by trying to carry out the highest purpose in one's 
daily life, no matter how commonplace and dull that life may 

seem to oneself or to others. . 

J 4, Besides George Eliot, many ot\\eT\».^\e^VvT^^Tv\,\^'^^QKA 
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novels. Jane Austen, the daughter of a clergyman in a little 
village in the south of England, wrote true pictures of the 
simple daily life of the people around her, which Scott praised 
highly and was fond of reading. Another clergyman's daughter, 
Charlotte Bronte, wrote some very wonderful novels. She 
was one of a number of lonely little motherless children, living 
with a rather stem father among the wild Yorkshire moors. 
There, on long winter evenings, the girls would gather around 
the fire or pace the dark room making stories for each other, and 
by-and-by they began to publish them. When we think how 
few people they met, and how uneventful their lives were, we 
wonder at the stories those clever sisters wrote. They had 
rather sad lives, for one by one they faded away, leaving, how- 
ever, their stories and verses to win them undying fame. 

15. There are many famous novelists and story-writers in the 
present day. Some of the best of them write books specially 
meant for you young people — such books as your grandfathers 
would have delighted in ; for there was no Robert M. Ballan- 
tyne, William H. Kingston, or Robert Louis Stevenson to 
write for them such stories as The Cored Island^ The Three Mid- 
shiptnen, or Kidnapped. 

16. Now, too, there are magazines for old and young of every 
kind and quality, and the only difficulty is to know what to 
read, and the only danger is, not that of having nothing to 
read, but that of reading too much and thinking too Jittle. 
We have had many clever essay-writers in this nineteenth 
century — Hazlitt, the critic ; Charles Lamb, the gentle 
"Elia;" De Quincey, the "opium-eater;" Macaulay, the 
historian; Carlyle, the old Scottish philosopher, who died a 
few years ago ; and such great thinkers as John Stuart Mill, 
as well as many others who are still alive. John Ruskin has 
written much about art and various other subjects, and still 
from time to time sends forth messages from his beautiful home 
in Lakeland to the English people. There is also a great deal 
of history and biography written in the present day, as the 
nation keeps on writing its life, and as people write their «.i/ye\5^ 
in their lives and actions. 
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CHAPTER XXYIIL 
OUB LATER POETS. 

1. Our last word must be for the poetry of the nineteenth 
century after Wordsworth's time. As the star of Scott's poetry 
waned, a new star arose — a young poet who " awoke one morn- 
ing to find himself famous." This was George Gk>RDON, Lord 
Byron. His was a wild, sad, foolish life; and much of his 
poetry is, like his life, wild and foolish. But in Childe HarM's 
Pilgrimage we have some fine pictures of scenery in Europe, 
and in other poems pictures of Eastern life, which attract many 
readers. One of his shorter poems, TTie Prisoner of GhiUon^ is 
full of depth and beauty, and many of his songs will not soon 
be forgotten. Lord Byron's unfortunate life ended in Greece, 
where he had gone to help the Greeks to free themselves from 
the rule of the Turks. 

2. Another sad young life suddenly closed was that of Percy 
Bysshe Shelley. Like Spenser, he has been called the '* poets' 
poet." The life of the dreamy, passionate boy-poet was a very 
strange one. Misunderstood at home, expelled from his college, 
separated from his girl-wife and his children, Shelley tossed about 
the world, first in England, then in Italy, singing his musical 
songs, which a few people praise almost more than they deserve, 
but which only a few understood or ever will perhaps under- 
stand. He was only thirty when a wave overturned his little 
boat in the Bay of Spezzia, and ended the life of the young 
dreamer. Besides long poems and a number of essays, Shelley 
has written many smaller poems, which are lovely. His 
language is very musical, and the words seem to make them- 
selves into music as we read them. One of his finest pieces is 
The Skylark. 

3. Another young poet, a friend of Shelley, was John Keats. 
He was a surgeon's apprentice, and used to borrow books of 
a friend — among others, Spenser's Faerie Queene^ a book of 
which he was very fond. He began to write poems, and his 

frifinria got them published; but aom^ crvdoa wrote very cruelly 



OUR LATER POETS. 161 




OBORaB GORDON, LORD BTRON. 

about them, and his grief at this affected him greatly. He 
had always been consumptive, and now he rapidly grew worse. 
A friend took him to Italy ; and there, under the blue Italian 
skies, he died, when only twenty-five years old. In a grave at 
Rome almost smothered in violets he lies buried, beneath the 
words he himself chose to be placed there — "Here lies one 
whose name is writ in water." Keats's poetry is full of his 
passionate love for beauty. To him beauty meant truth. 

" Beauty is truth, truth beauty— that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know." 

And the first line of his longest poem, Endymion^ is this— 

" A thing of beauty is a joy for ever." 

4. We must not linger over the names of many other nine- 
teenth century poets : — Leigh Hunt, the friend of Byron, 
Shelley, and Keats, whose prison room, with birda ^sA Viicsn^^tss* 
and ^owerSf became a little paradia© to \iVai\'l^Q^*^% ^^^^- 





W lArtr<iaC. HfiA ^att wrr9fr. SaiTT JWtlS «0B;^ «HL A 'JHOk 

•'i^ j^*"^ Mr It ii^ 3iii£M- £ iKSDZK IE :iK ZLxm^ Ta 
5*v*«f i^ "Ji^ •^irt K\iipk\sait wsFnsf^r^ amau^ ▼nuxi Aw": 

X-#^/^^ I^X./»r/tr0?in> l;jk//ii^;#<^ •ij^ TT^*: irf sSk- poet, ^le was m 
I^A^. 4/,^<i//^*# k^ w*^U «A ;)i (/"/^ftu^flfty acd dmiiig the kx^ days of 
tM^f )hyit^M iif*f^ wii^^t k!t$fi hsA to K[fHiA mndi of her time on m 
*^ffH:, tihi y^tA, Ut ktt^fW Mt/\ \ffv«'. the old Greek and Latin poets, 
Miti ttmAtt l.fMtnittiUfftH fff wmu', <d thftxr work& Her longest poem, 
fimnm IMifh^ l« h. h<r/*ijtjful picture of the life of a poetesa 
W^k wmMhi^m \\\v\\\i\i^ M^irifMfiN, and a large number of short pieces 
H'hh-li lif^yM ^hil \i^\fU mw i\\x\\A% wdl understand. When she was 
H»i«»ly ftiil.y ynrtiw of rt«ii, MJNN Harrcitt met the poet whom she 
nflii* ww»iU nmi'i'iiMl, Tlmy livnd for many years in Italy, and 
l»»»mf. of Mia hi'MWiilhK'N poiMUM worn written in Florence. 

W MmMHiHI* IImonvninu pultliMhod his last poems a day or two 

\\\\\\\\s\ \\\\ \\\\\\\ 11 in pimtrv in nwl a ^n^at deal, but much of it 

h iIhIUmiH' io i^Mupi^nht^iul IVrlm^vi ho is the poet of the future^ 

«//// H H ^ni Muf i^iiifit i««4ii\l^Y to uuvWMjwwVVivki ^^t. He has, how- 
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ever, written one poem specially for young folks, Tlie Pied 
Piper of Hamdin^ which any boy or girl can read and enjoy. 

7. Lord Tennyson succeeded Wordsworth as Poet Laureate, 
and for forty-two years afterwards he continued to write verses; 
but his fame was long ago made by his two great poems, In 
Memoriam and the Idylls of the King. In the Idylls our old 
friend. King Arthur, is brought back to us with his queen, his 
knights of the Round Table, and all his court. In Memoriam 
was written in memory of a college friend of Tennyson, Arthur 
Hallam, the son of Henry Hallam the historian, who died at 
Vienna. In this poem the poet not only laments the death of 
his friend, but sings of his hope of a future life for Arthur and 
himself. In one part of the poem he describes winter bringing 
Christmas in its train, and sings this song of the dying year : — 

" Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The fljring cloud, the frosty light •. 
The year is dying m t\ve tv\^\i •, 
Ring out, wild beWs, and let \vVm ^\^. 
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" Ring out the old, ring in the new. 
Ring, happy bells, aoroes the snow : 
The year is going ; let him go ; 
Ring out the false, ring in the true." 

8. One of Tennyson's works, written before his In Mem/oriam^ 
is called The Princess. It tells how a prince and princess are 
bt^trothoil by their parents without having seen each other. 
The lady refuses to carry out the agreement^ and founds a 
college for women, of which she herself becomes the head. The 
prince and two friends, Cyril and Florian, eager to see the prin- 
cess aiul her students, go to the college disguised as girls, and 
arti ailmittod. They are not discovered until one day Cyril, 
having drunk too much wine, begins to sing a foolish diink- 
iug song, and thus betrays his secret. Ida, in anger turning 
to Ituive him, slips, and falls into the river. The prince, plung- 
ing in, saves her, and then attempts to flee, but is seized by the 
iH)lU^go proctors and brought before the haughty lady. She is 
just going to pronounce sentence, when a hubbub arises in the 
hall. The father of the prince has come to release his son, and 
lias seized the Princess Ida's father as hostage. The princess 
is obliged to give the prince his liberty, and, quivering with 
rage at the way in which she has been deceived, dismisses him. 
The prince, who has grown to love her, wonders how he can 
soften the proud heart. Accident does it for him. It is de- 
cided that fifty men of the army of King Gama, Ida's father, 
shall fight with fifty of the army of the prince's father. The 
prince, who is among them, is wounded ; and when Ida sees him 
lie bleeding on the sand her heart melts, and to her, sitting by 
the bedside of the prince, whom she thinks to be dying, pity 
comc3, bringing with it love, and love as conqueror. 

9. Other poems of Tennyson's are Maud, Locksley HaUj 
Enoch Ardeny The Lotos Eaters, and Dora, He wrote some of 
the prettiest songs in the English language, many of which 
are set to music. There is one called Claribel, which I think 
you will like. The very words seem to give us the hum of 
the drowsy bee and the rustle of rose-leaves. Tennyson wrote 

several dramas — Harold, Qtteen Mari/, The Cup, wi^ oV^«w^^ 
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of them better suited for reading than for acting. From time 
to time as laureate he published verses about public events. 
Perhaps the best of such of his poems are the verses on the 
DecUh of the DvJce of Wellington. 

10. And now we must close the record of sweet singers. 
Before the present century has come to an end some who are 
now singing will have passed away from the living, to join the 
"choir invisible" of those who sung on earth in life and act, as 
well as in words. We must leave to others the task of writing 
of them, for while a man still lives and writes it is difficult to 
give him his true place in literature. Such names as Algernon 
Swinburne and Lewis Morris may then be added to the list 
of song-writers ; and George Macdonald, Andrew Lang, and 
many others now beginning or in the midst of a busy career, 
will be added in their places to the great roll of England's 
prose-writers. 

11. As we were writing the last words of our record of 
great English writers, a voice seemed to come to us across the 
Atlantic from that great American nation which speaks our 
language and calls our country its motherland. " Why are we 
left out?" it seemed to ask in a plaintive tone. Why, indeed? 
for many a sweet singer has arisen in the New World. Long- 
fellow, who died a few years ago, had his great heart full of 
love and music for young and old. To many of you his shorter 
poems must be familiar ; and as you grow older you will doubt- 
less learn to love Hiawatha^ with its pictures of strange wild 
Indian life, and Evangeline^ with its quiet, sad beauty. He 
wrote many of his songs for the little folks who gathered around 
him, for he never forgot the children's hour. Bret Harte, too, 
has written poems full of mirth and sadness mingled, like sun- 
shine through summer rain. Walt Whitman wrote much that 
is hard to understand. He was almost more a prophet than a 
poet. One might call him the Browning of America. But no 
one can fail to admire the combined shrewdness and tenderness 
of Oliver Wendell Holmes, or the delicate sentiment and rich 
humour of James Eussell Lowell's polished verse. 

12. In the works of some AmexicMi ^Qfe\» — ^^^t «t.«ss^^ 
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William Cullen Bryant — you will find much about birds — 
bobolinks, bluebirds, mocking-birds — each with its own peculiar 
call. Who, too, give us such fine pictures and magazines as 
our American cousins 1 But, you may answer, who ever heard 
of American fairy tales? Well, I have, and I advise you to 
read them — stories of foxes, and bears, and opossums, and the 
funniest of rabbits; "nigger" stories gathered together from 
all parts of America, and called, from the name of the old 
*' nigger" supposed to tell them. Uncle Remua^ English or 
Scottish or Irish boys and girls, whoever you may be, if Uncle 
Bemus's tale of the tar-baby cannot make you laugh, I am sure 
that nothing will 

^ Uncle Bemiu. Written by Joel Chandler Harria (born 1848). 
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(oHAFTBBv.] GEOFFREY OHAXJOEB. 

Bom about 1340— Died 1400. 



THE POET LOVES BOOKS, BUT LOVES THE 
DAISY M0KE.1 

And as for me, though that I ken but *lyte [little. 

On bookes for to read I me delight. 
And to them give I faith and full 'credence, \jbauf. 

And in mine heart have them in reverence 
So heartily, that there is game none 
That from my bookes maketh me to 'gone, [go. 

But it be seldom on the holy day, 
Save, certainly, when that the month of May 
Is come, and that I hear the fowles sing 
And that the flowers [all] begin to spring. 10 

Farewell my book and my devotion. 
Now have I then such a condition, 
That of all the flowers in the mead. 
Then love I most these flowers white and red. 
Such as are called daisies in the town 
To them have I so great affection. 

As I said 'erst, when come in is the May, u>tfore. 

That, in my bed there dawneth me no day. 
But I am up and walking in the mead. 
To see this flower against the sun outspread, 20 

When it upriseth early in the morrow ; 
That blissful sight softeneth all my sorrow. 
So glad am I, when that I have presence 
Of it to do to it all reverence. 
As she that is of all the flowers flower. 
Fulfilled of all virtue and honour, 

^ The pamages from Chaucer at© pattVoXV^ mcAcmVafc^ 
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And ever alike fair and fresh of hue. 
And I love it, and ever alike new, 

And ever shall, until my heart shall die 

And, when that it is eve, I run full blithe, 
As soon as e'er the sun goes towards the west, 
To see this flower, how it will go to rest, 
For fear of night, so hateth she darkness I 
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THE PKIOKESS. 

There was also a Nun, a Prioress, 
That of her smiling was full simple and 'coy : 
Her greatest oath was only by Saint Loy ; 
And she was called Madame Eglantine. 
Full well the lady sang service divine 
•EntunSd in her nose full seemly; 
And French she spoke full fair and fluently.... 
And certainly she was of great 'disport, 
And full pleasdnt, and amiable of 'port, 
And took great pains to imitate court ways 
And to be held worthy of reverence. 
But now to speak about her conscience, 
She was so charitable and so piteous 
That she would weep if she did see a mouse 
Caught in a trap, if it were dead or bled. 
Some little pet dogs had she that she fed 
"With roasted flesh, or milk and finest bread. 
But sore wept she if one of them were dead, 
Or if men smote it with a cruel smart : 
And was all conscience and tender heart 



[modett 



iinUmed. 

[gaiety. 
{]behavi4)ur. 
10 



20 



THE WIFE OF BATH. 

A good wife was there from the town of Bath, 
But she was somewhat deaf, and that was 'skath.... [m^fortune. 
In all the parish not a wife was there 
That to the ofiering before her dare 
To go, or if she did, so wroth was she 
That ab^ wonLd be out of all charity. 
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Her kerchiefB, too, were of the finest ground ; 

I dare to swear that they weighed fall ten pound, 

That on a Sunday were upon her head. 

Her stockings were of finest scarlet red, 10 

Full tightly tied, and shoes full moist and new. 

Bold was her face, and fair, and red of hue. 

She was a worthy woman all her life, 

Husbands at the church door she had had five, 

Besides the company she kept in youth; 

And thrice she had been at Jerusalem; 
She had also crossed many a foreign stream : 
At Rome she had been, also at Boulogne. 
In Galice^ at St. James', and at Cologne. 
She had known much of wandering by the way. 20 

•Gat-toothed was she, truly for to say. rWUh wide space 

Upon an ambler easily she sat, [betvjem the teeth. 

'Wimpled full well, and on her head a hat [%oearing a neckerchief. 
As broad a^ is a buckler or a 'targe ; [ehidd. 

A 'foot-mantle about her waist so large, [riding-hdbu. 

And on her feet a pair of spurs full sharp. 
In company well could she laugh or 'carp. [prattle. 

Of remedies of love she knew perchance. 
For of all art she well knew the old dance. 29 



HOW THE FRIARS DROVE OUT THE FAIRIES. 

{From the " Wife of Bath's Tale,") 

In olden days of the "King Arthur 

Of whom the Britons speak great honour. 

This land was all fulfilled with Fairy folk ; 

The elf-queen with her jolly company 

Danced full oft in many a fair green mead. 

This was the old belief as I have read ; 

I speak of days hundreds of years of yore. 

But now no man sees fairies any more ; 

For now the charity and many prayers 

Of limiters^ and other holy friars, 10 

1 Ctalloe, OalicU (in the north of Spain). I 2 Limlten, friars who were «Ujy«^ \a 
81. Jamei of Compostella, a great resort I Y>eg '?ri\ailii & Q«t\A^iilA.mVt. 
QtpOgrinuta the Middle Ag9B, \ 
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That search through every land, by every stream, 
As thick as motes are in a sunny beam, 
Blessing halls, chambers, kitchens, too, and bowers, 
Cities and boroughs, castles high, and towers, 
'Thorps, bams, sheep-pens even and dairies, ivUlagea, 

It is through them that there are no fairies : 
For there where once was wont to walk an elf. 
There walketh now the limiter himself. 
Before his meals and in the mornings, 19 

And saith his 'matine and his holy things yMming prwyen. 
As he goeth in his limitation. 
Women may now go safely up and down; 
In every bush or under every tree 
There is no other wanderer now but he. 



[CHAPTER YI.] JOHN GOWEB. 

Bom alxmt 1320— Died 1402. 



ALEXANDER AND THE ROBBER 

A famous sea-rover who had been taken prisoner was brought 
before the Emperor Alexander. Instead of praying for pardon, the 
pirate thus addressed the emperor : — 

He said, *' Sire, if I were of might, 

I have a heart like unto thine. 

For if thy power all were mine, 

My will is most in special 

To rifle and to conquer all 

The large world's good all round about 

But since I lead a small poor 'rout, {Jband. 

And am, so folks say, 'at mischief, [in iXUuA. 

The name of pillager and thief 

I bear ; and thou, who bands full great 10 

Might lead, and take rich freight, 

And dost the same as I would do. 

Yet thou art never called so, 

But thou art named emperor. 

Our deeds yet are of one colour." 

The king his bardy co\xTi\«aajM» 
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Beheld, and heard his words so wise, 
And said unto him in this wise : 
" Thine answer I did understand, 
And 'tis my will that thou shalt stand 20 

In my service and still abide." 

He made him knight, and gave him land. 
Which afterward was of his hand 
A bold free knight in many a steed, 
And great prowess and valour bold. 
As in the chronicles 'tis told. 

The Lover's Oonfesghn, 



JOHN WIOUF. 

Bom about 1324— Died 1384. 



A BIT OF WICLIFS 
BIBLE. 

And Marye seyde: My soul 
magnifieth the Lord. And my 
spiryt hath gladid in God myn 
heltiie. For he hath behulden 
the mekeness of his handmayden : 
for lo for this alle generatiouns 
schulen seye that I am blessid. 
For he that is mighti hath don 
to me grete thingis, and his name 
is holy. 



WILLIAM T7NDALR 
Bom 1484— Died 1636. 



A BIT OF TYNDALE'S 
NEW TESTAMENT. 

And Mary sayde : My soule 
magnifieth the Lorde, and my 
sprete reioyseth in God my Sav- 
ioure. For he hath loked on 
the poore degre off his honde 
mayden. Beholde now from 
hens forthe shall all generacions 
call me blessed. For he that is 
mighty hath done to me great 
things, and blessed ys his nama 



WILLIAM LANGLAND. 
Bom about 1332— Died about 1400. 



OPENING LINES OF PIEES PLOWMAN'S VISION. 

In a somer seson, whan soft was the sonne, 
I 'shope me in 'shroudes as I a 'shepe were, 
In habite as an heremit, unholy of workes, 
Went wyde in this world, wondres to here. 
* Ac on a May momynge, on Malveme hulles,^ (Mrf. 
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Me byfel a *£ erly of fairy, methouyte ; [wonder. 

I was wery 'forwandred, and went me to reste [&y wanderino. 

Under a brode banke bi a bomes side ; 

And as I lay, and lened, and loked in the wateres, 

I slombred in a slepyng, it 'sweyaed so merye. itaunied. 



A ROBIN HOOD BALLAD. 

1. There are twelve months in all the year, 

As I hear many men say, 
But the merriest month in all the year 
Is the merry month of May. 

2. Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone, 

With a link a dovm, and a day, 
And there he met a silly old woman. 
Was weeping^ on the way. 

3.*' What news 1 what news 1 thou silly old woman. 
What news hast thou for me ?" 
Said she, " There's three squires in Nottingham town 
To-day condemned to die." 

4" Oh, what have they done V said Robin Hood, 
" I pray thee tell to me." 
" It's for slaying of the king's fallow deer, 
Bearing their long bows with thee." 

5.^' Dost thou not mind, old woman," he said, 
" How thou madest me sup and dine 1 
"By the truth of my body," quoth bold Bobin Hood, 
" You could not tell it in better time." 

6. Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone, 
With a link a down, and a day, 
And there he met with a silly old 'palmer, ipOgrim, 

Was walking along the highway. 

1 Was weeping, who wu weeping ; but Uxe Tf&«.\i^ ^wm oStaa omLttod by the old 
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7." What news 1 what news ? thou silly old man, 
What news, I do thee pray ?" 
Said he, " Three squires in Nottingham town 
Are condemned to die this day." 

8/' Come change thy apparel with me, old man, 
Come change thy apparel for mine ; 
Here is ten shillings in good silver — 
Go drink it in beer or wine." 

9. Then he put on the old man's hat; 
It stood full high on the crown ; 
" The first bold bargain that I come at, 
It shall make thee come down." 

10. Then he put on the old man's cloak. 

Was patched black, blue, and red ; 
He thought it no shame, all the day long, 
To wear the bags of bread. 

11. Then he put on the old man's breeks, 

Was patched from leg to side : 
" By the truth of my body," bold Bobin can say, 
" This man loved little pride." 

12. Then he put on the old man's hose, 

Were patched from knee to wrist : 
" By the truth of my body," said bold Robin Hood, 
'' I'd laugh if I had any 'list. [wUh. 

13. Then he put on the old man's shoes. 

Were patched both beneath and 'aboon; [above. 

Then Robin Hood swore a solemn oath, 
" It's good 'habit that makes a man." [dress. 

14. Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone, 

With a link a chum, and a dovm, 
And there he met with the proud sheriff, 
Was walking along the town. 

15." Save you, save you, ahenff \" Yxa «ak^% 
''Now heaven you save sox^ «^^\ 
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And what will joa give to m oBj fAd man 
To-daj wfll jour hangman be 1" 

1&* Some BoitB, some soitB,* the sheriff he said, 
"" Some suits FIl gire to thee ; 
Some suits, some suits, and pence thirteoi. 
To-day's a hangman's fee." 

17. Then Bobin he tnms him roimd abonti 
And jumps from stock to stone : 
" By the trath of my body,' the sheriff he said, 
** Thaf s well jnmpt, thou nimble old man." 

18." I was ne'er a hangman in all my life. 
Nor yet intends to trade ; 
Bat curst be he," said bold Bobin, 
^ That first a hangman was made ! 

19." Fve a bag for meal, and a bag for malt, 
And a bag for barley and com ; 
A bag for bread, and a bag for beef, 
And a bag for my little small horn. 

20." I have a horn in my pocket, 
I got it from Bobin Hood, 
And still when I set it to my month, 
For thee it blows little good." 

21." Oh, wind thy horn, thou proud fell6w ! 
Of thee I have no doubt. 
I wish that thou give such a blast, 
Till both thy eyes fall out." 

22. The first loud blast that he did blow 

He blew both loud and shrill, 
A hundred and fifty of Bobin Hood's men 
Came riding over the hill. 

23. The next loud blast that he did give, 

He blew both loud and 'amain, idnmgly. 

And quickly sixty of 'Bobm "SooA'^ Toftu 
Came shining over lihe "pAaaxi. 
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24." Oh, who are yon," the sheriff he said, 
" Come tripping over the lea ]** 
" The^re my attendants," brave Bobin did say; 
" They'll pay a visit to thee." 

25. They took the gallows from the 'slack, iheighL 

They set it in the glen. 
They hanged the proud sheriff on that, 
Released their own three men. 



[cHAPTEBvn.] SIB THOMAS MORE. 

Bom 1480— Died 1535. 



PART OF A LETTER TO HIS WIFE. 

1. I pray you to make some good ensearch what my poor neigh- 
bours have lost, and bid them take no thought therefore ; for, if I 
should not leave myself a spoon, there shall no poor neighbour of 
mine bear no loss by any chance happened in my house. I pray you 
be, with my children and your household, merry in God ; and devise 
[plaTil somewhat with your friends what way were best to take, for 
provision to be made for com for our household, and for seed this 
year coming, if we think it good that we keep the ground still in 
our hands. 

2. And whether we think it good that we so shall do or not, yet I 
think it were not best suddenly thus to leave it all up, and to put 
away our folk off our farm, till we have somewhat advised us thereon. 
Howbeit, if we have more now than ye shall need, and which can 
get them other masters, ye may then discharge us of them. But I 
would not that any man were suddenly sent away, he wot not 
whither. 

3. At my coming hither, I perceived none other but that I should 
tarry still with the king's grace. But now I shall, I think, because 
of this chance, get leave this next week to come home and see you, 
and then shall we further devise together upon all things, what 
order shall be best to take. 

4. And thus as heartily fare you well, with all our children, as ye 
can wish. At Woodstock, the third day of September [1528], by the 
hand of your loving husband, 
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HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURBET. 

Bom 1616— Died 1M7. 



THE HAPPIEST AGE. 

1. Laid in my quiet bed, 

In study as I were, 
I saw within my troubled head 
A heap of thoughts appear. 

2. And every thought did shew 

So lively in mine eyes, 
That now I sighed, and then I smiled. 
As cause of thoughts did rise. 

3. I saw the little boy. 

In thought how oft that he 
Did wish of God, to scape the rod, 
A tall young man to be. 

4 The young man *eke that feels laUo 

His bones with pains opprest, 
How he would be a rich old man 
To live and lie at rest. 

6. The rich old man that sees 
His end draw on so sore, 
How he would be a boy again, 
To live so much the more ! 

6. Whereat full oft I smiled. 

To see how all these three. 
From boy to man, from man to boy, 
Would 'chop and change degree : Ithcmgeplaeei, 

7. And musing thus, I think, 

The case is very strange. 
That man from wealth, to live in woe, 
Doth ever seek to change. 
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8. And then I sighed and said : 
" Farewell, my wonted joy ; 
Truss up thy pack, and trudge from me, 
To every little boy ; 

9." And tell them thus from me, 
Their time most happy is, 
If to their time they reason had. 
To know the truth of this.*' 



SONNET ON SPKING. 

(wherein each thing renews, save only the lover.) 

The *soote season, that bud and bloom forth brings, [sweet 

With green hath clad the hill, and eke the vale. 

The nightingale with feathers new she sings ; 

The turtle to her 'make hath told her tale. [mate. 

Summer is come, for every spray now springs : 

The hart hath hung his old head on the pale ; 

The buck in brake his winter coat he slings ; 

The fisher 'flete with new repaired scale ; [jioai 

The adder all her slough away she slings ; 

The swift swallow pursueth the flies smale ; 

The busy bee her honey now she 'mings ; [mingles. 

Winter is worn that was the flowers' bale. 

And thus I see among these pleasant things 

Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs ! 



[CHAPTKB VIII.] 



EDMUND SPENSER. 
Bom 1062— Died 1599. 



UNA AND THE RED CROSS KNIGHT. 

. A gentle knight was 'pricking on the plain, 
'Ydad in mighty arms and silver shield. 
Wherein old dints of deep wounds did remain. 
The cruel marks of many a bloody field ; 
Yet arms till that time did he never wield : 
His angry steed did chide his fosamx^E,\^\^^ 
Aa much difidainlng to t\v^ c;\]iV^ ^ ^ti^.^\ 



[riding, 
[dothed. 



VI 
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Full jolly knight he seemed, and fair did sit, 
As one for knightly jousts and fierce encounters fit. 

2. And on his breast a bloody cross he bore, 
The dear remembrance of his dying Lord, 

For whose sweet sake that glorious badge he wore. 
And dead — as living ever — him adored : 
Upon his shield the like was also 'scored, [drawn. 

For sovereign hope, which in his help he had : 
Bight faithful true he was in deed and word ; 
But of his 'cheer did seem too solenm sad : \tUr, mien. 

Yet nothing did he dread, but ever was 'ydrad. ytreaded. 

3. Upon a great adventure he was bound, 
That greatest Gloriana^ to him gave — 
That greatest glorious queen of Faery lond — 
To win him worship, and her grace to have. 
Which of all earthly things he most did crave ; 
And ever aa he rode, his heart did yearn 

To prove his *pu]Lssance in battle brave iarmgth. 

Upon his foe, and his new force to learn ; 
Upon his foe, a dragon horrible and stem. 

4. A lovely lady^ rode him fair beside. 
Upon a lowly ass more white than snow ; 
Yet she much whiter, but the same did hide 

Under a veil that * wimpled was full low, [plaited. 

And over all a black stole she did throw. 
As one that inly mourned : so was she sad. 
And heavy sate upon her palfrey^ slow; 
Seemed in heart some hidden care she had. 
And by her in a line a milk-white lamb she led. 

5. So pure and innocent, as that same lamb, 
She was in life and every virtuous lore ; 
And by descent from royal lineage came 

Of ancient kings and queens, that had of yore 
Their sceptres stretcht from east to western shore, 



/ Greatest OlorianA, the queen of fairy- 
Jknd; also Queen Elinbetb. 
2 A lovely liidy, Um, or Thith. 



Ion 



Palf^y, a sbuOI hone; hero, the an 
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And all the world in their subjection held ; 
Till that infernal fiend with foul uproar 
Forwasted all their land and them expelled : 
Whom to avenge, she had this knight from far compelled.^ 

6. Behind her far away a dwarf did lag, 

That lazy seemed in being ever last, 

Or wearied with bearing of her bag 

Of 'needments at his back. Thus as they past [necesaaries. 

The day with clouds was sudden overcast, 

And angry Jove an hideous storm of rain 

Did pour into his leman's^ lap so fast, 

That every wight to 'shroud it did constrain, [take aheiier 
And this fair couple eke to shroud themselves were fain. 



SIB PHTTiTP SIDNEY. 

Bom 1664— Died 1686. 



FROM "THE ARCADIA.^ 

My sheep are thoughts, which I both guide and serve ; 

Their pasture is fair hills of fruitless love, 
On barren sweets they feed, and feeding starve. 

I wail their lot, but will not other prove ; 
My sheep-hook is wan hope, which all upholds; 
My weeds desire, cut out in endless folds ; 
What wool my sheep shall bear, whilst thus they live, 
In you it is, you must the judgment give. 



DESCRIPTION OF ARCADIA. 

There were hills which garnished ^ their proud heights with stately 
trees ; humble valleys, whose base estate seemed comforted with the 
refreshing of silver rivers ; meadows, enamelled^ with all sorts of eye- 
pleasing flowers; thickets, which being lined with most pleasant 
shade, were witnessed so too by the cheerful disposition of many 
well-tuned birds ; each pasture stored with sheep, feeding with sober 
security ; while the pretty lambs, with bleating oratory,* craved the 

1 Ckxmpelled, called to her aid. \ % ^«xid&i£ImAl^%/\<csc&»Al> _^. 

2Leman, lover; here, TeUus, ox tlwiV 4 iaii»SDL%\i%ft.,Ti»Aft\j«»»^^^ 
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dam's comfort ; here a shepherd's boy piping, as though he should 
never be old ; there a young shepherdess knitting, and withal sing- 
ing ; and it seemed that her voice comforted her hands to work, and 
her hands kept time to her voice-music 



(OHAP. IX.] THOMAS SAGKVILLE, Earl of Dorset 
Bom 1636— Died ieo& 

THOMAS NORTON. 

Bom about 1S32— Died 168«. 



FROM "GORBODUC." 

Your grace should now, in these grave years of yours, 

Have found ere this the price of mortal joys : 

How short they be, how fading here in earth ; 

How full of change, how little our estate, 

Of nothing sure save only of the death. 

To whom both man and all the world doth owe 

Their end at last. 



GHBISTOPHEB MABLOWE. 

Bom 1664— Died 1693. 



THE SHEPHERD'S SONG TO HIS LOVE. 

1. Come live with me, and be my love. 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That valleys, groves, and hills, and fields, 
Woods and steepy mountains yields. 

2. And we will sit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks. 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 

Melodious birds sing 'madrigals. itanga, 

3. And I will make thee beds of roses, 
And a thousand fragrant posies ; 

A cap of flowers, and a 'lor^Aft (gowa 

Embroidered all with leaves oi mycVXa, 
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4. A gown made of the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold. 

5. A belt of straw and ivy buds. 
With coral clasps and amber studs : 
And if these pleaaures may thee move. 
Come live with me, and be my love. 

6. The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight, each May-morning : 

If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 

Bom 1664— Died 1616. 



SOME SONGS BY SHAKESPEARE. 

Edgar's song. 
Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 

Thy sheep be in the com; 
And for one blast of thy 'minikin mouth, [utOe, 

Thy sheep shall take no harm. 

THE pedlar's song. 

Will you buy any tape, 

Or lace for your cape, 
My dainty duck, my dear-a? 

Any silk, any thread. 

Any 'toys for your head, {omamenU 

Of the newest and finest wear-a? 

Come to the pedlar : 

Money's a meddler. 
That doth utter all men's ware-a. 



THE MERRY TRAVELLER'S SONG. 

Jog on, jog on, the footpath way^ 
And merrily 'Yi«ii\. ^ilii-a ^\Sl^-^\ 



X^oXufeiVic^^^ 
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A merry heart goes all the day. 
Your sad tires in a mile-a. 

THE clown's song. 

1. When that I was and a little tiny boy, 

With heigh-ho! the wind and the rain^ 
A foolish thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it raineth every day, 

2. But when I came to man's estate, 

With heigh-ho! the wind and the rain, 
'Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate, 
For the rain it raineth every day, 

3. But when I came, alas ! to wive, 

With heigh-ho! the wind and the rain. 
By swaggering could I never thrive, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

4. A great while ago the world begun, 

With heigh-ho! the wind and the rain: 
But that's all one, our play is done. 
And wiU strive to please you every day, 

Ariel's soNoa 

I. 
Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands : 
Court'sied when you have, and kissed 

The wild waves whist, 
Foot it f eatly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 
Hark, hark ! 

Bow-wow 
The watch-dogs bark : 

Bow-wow 
Hark, hark, I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Oock-a-diddle-dov. 
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XL 
Full fathom five thy father lies : 

Of his bones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 

Ding-dong. 
Hark ! now I hear them, — Ding-dong, belL 

IIL 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I : 

In a cowslip's bell I lie ; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the baf s back I do fly 

After summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

AMIENS' SONGS. 

I. 

Under the greenwood tree 

Who loves to lie with me. 

And tune his merry note 

Unto the sweet bird's throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 

Here shall he see 

No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun, 

And loves to live f the sun. 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ! 

Here shall he see 

No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

II. 
Blow, blow, thou wintet 'srav^ 
Thou art not bo xxuWnd 
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As man's ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh-ho ! sing, heigh-ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 
Then, heigh-ho, the holly ! 
This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remembered not. 
Heigh-ho ! sing, heigh-ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly; 

Then, heigh-ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

THE fairy's song. 

Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over park, over pale. 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where. 
Swifter than the moon's sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen. 
To dew her orbs upon the green. 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be : 
In their gold coats spots you see ; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours. 
In those freckles live their savours. 



BEN JONSON. 

Bom 157^-Died 1637. 



TO CELIA, 

Dnnk to me only with thine eyes. 
And I will pledge witYi m\xi<i\ 
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Or leave a kiss but in the cap, 

And 1*11 not look for wine. 
The thirst that from the soul doth rise, 

Doth ask a drink divine ; 
But might I of Jove's 'nectar sup, Cwine. 

I would not change for thine. 

2. I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much honouring thee. 
As giving it a hope that there 

It could not withered be. 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And senf st it back to me ; 
Since when, it grows, and smells, I swear, 

Not of itself, but tiiee. 



EPITAPH ON QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

1. Wouldst thou hear what man can say 
In a little ? — reader, stay. 

2. Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die ; 
Which in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 

3. If at all she had a fault, 
Leave it buried in this vault. 
One name was Elizabeth ; 

The other, let it sleep with death : 

Fitter where it died to tell. 

Than that it lived at alL Farewell ! 



[CHAPTER x] FRANCIS, LOBD BACON. 

Bom 1561— Died 1626. 



ON STUDIES. 

1. Some books are to be tasted, others to be swallowed, and some 
few to be chewed and digested — that is, aom^a \ioCi>K& ^sc^ \ft\sfcx^i»^ 
only in parts; others to be re^d, but not cxm.oxi^'j \ «sA ^coi^ ^'^^ "^^ 
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be read whoHj, and with dfligenoe and attentioD. Scnne bookg also 
ma J be read bj depatjy and extracts made <^ them by others ; bat 
that would be onj^ in the less impcnrtant argoments, and the meaner 
sort of books; dae distOkd books^ are^ like common distilled waters, 

flashy* thingw, 

2. Beading maketh a full man, conference' a ready man, and writ- 
ing an exact man : and, therefore, if a man write little, he had need 
have a great memosj; if he confer little, he had need have a present 
wit : and if he read little, he had need have much canning, to seem 
to know that he doth not 

ON BEAUTY. 

Yirtae is like a rich stone, best plain set; and sarely virtae is 
best in a body that is comely, thongh not of delicate f eatares, and 
that hath rather dignity of presence than beauty of aspect ; neither 
is it almost seen that very beaatifal persons are otherwise of great 
virtue ; as if nature were rather busy not to err, than in labour to 
produce excellency ; and therefore they prove accomplished, but not 
of great spirit, and study rather behaviour than virtue. 



JOHN LTLY. 
Born aboat 1664— Died aboat IML 



THE FAIRIES' SONG. 

By the moon we sport and play ; 
With the night begins our day : 
As we dance the dew doth fall ; 
Trip it, little urchins all, 
Lightly as the little bee. 
Two by two, and three by three, 
And about go we, and about go we. 



A FATHER'S GRIEF FOR THE DEATH OF HIS 
DAUGHTER. 

1. Thou weepest for the death of thy daughter, and I laugh at the 
folly of the father ; for greater vanity is there in the mind of the 
mourner than bitterness in the death of the deceased. ''But she 

1 Dittllledbooki, books the gist or essence I 2 Flashy, tasteless, 
of whioh hM been estraoted from them. I 8 Oonferenoe, oonvenatioii. 
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was amiable," — ^but yet sinful ; " but she was young, and might have 
lived," — ^but she was mortal, and must have died. "Ay, but her 
youth made thee often merry "—ay, but thine age should once make 
thee wise. "Ay, but her green years were unfit for death," — ^ay, 
but thy hoary hairs should despise life. 

2. Knowest thou not, Eubulus, that life is the gift of God, death 
is the due of nature : as we receive the one as a benefit, so must we 
abide the other of necessity 1 Wise men have found that by learn- 
ing, which old men should know by experience, that in life there is 
nothing sweet, in death nothing sour. 



ROGER ASCHAM. 

Bom 1516— Died 1568. 



A LOVING SCHOLAR 

1. One example, whether love or fear doth work more in a child for 
virtue and learning, I will gladly report, which may be heard with 
some pleasure, and followed with more profit. Before I went into 
Germany, I came to Broadgate, in Leicestershire, to take my leave 
of that noble Lady, Jane Grey, to whom I was exceeding much be- 
holden. Her parents,^ the duke and the duchess, with all the house- 
hold, gentlemen and gentlewomen, were hunting in the park. 

2. I found her in her chamber reading "Phaedon Platonis"* in 
Greek, and that with aa much delight as some gentlemen would read 
a merry tale in Bocace.^ After salutation and duty done, with some 
other talk, I asked her why she would lose such pastime in the park. 
Smiling, she answered me : "I wiss (know) all their sport in the 
park is but a shadow to that pleasure that I find in Plato. Alas ! 
good folk, they never felt what true pleasure meant." " And how 
came you, madam," quoth I, " to this deep knowledge of pleasure ? 
And what did chiefly allure you unto it, seeing not many women, 
but very few men, have attained thereunto?" "I will tell you," 
quoth she, " and tell you a truth which, perchance, ye will marvel at. 

3. " One of the greatest benefits that ever God gave me is, that he 
sent me so sharp and severe parents, and so gentle a schoolmaster. 



1 Her parents, the Duke and Duchess 
of Suffolk. Her mother was the daughter 
of Mary Tudor, sister of Heiuy Vm. 
Lady Jane was beheaded in 1654, because 
her friends daimed the throne of England 



for her. 

2 Phaedon Platonis, PUto's "Phaedo," 
a work on the Immortality of the SouL 

8 Booaoe^ Boocaooio» the Italian poet 
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For when I am in presence either of father or mother, whether I 
speak, keep silence, sit, stand, or go, eat, drink, be merry or sad, be 
sewing, playing, dancing, or doing anything else, I must do it, as it 
were in such weight, measure, and number, even so perfectly as God 
made the world, or else I am so sharply taunted, so cruelly threat- 
ened — yea, presently, sometimes with pinches, nips, and bobs, and 
other ways, which I will not name for the honour I bear them, so 
without measure misordered, that I think myself in hell, till time 
come that I must go to Mr. Elmer, who teacheth me so gently, so 
pleasantly, with such fair allurements to learning, that I think all 
the time nothing whiles I am with him. And when I am called 
from him, I fall on weeping, because, whatever I do else, but learn- 
ing, is full of grief, trouble, fear, and whole misliking unto me. And 
thus my book hath been so much my pleaaure, and bringeth daily to 
me more pleasure and more, that, in respect of it, all other pleasures, 
in very deed, be but trifles and troubles unto me.^ 



[oHAPTBBxi.] SIB WALTER RALEGH. 

Bom 1662— Died 1618. 



THE NYMPH'S KEPLY TO THE SHEPHERD.* 

1. If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd's tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

2. But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold ; 

And 'Philomel becometh dumb, [the nightingaU. 

The rest complain of cares to come. 

3. The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's 'fall [autumn. 

4. Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

* See page 180. 
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5. Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clasps and amber studs ; 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 

6. But could youth last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need. 
Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 



ADVICE TO HIS SON. 

If thou be rich, it will give thee pleasure in health, comfort in 
sickness, keep thy mind and body free, save thee from many perils, 
relieve thee in thy elder years, relieve the poor and thy honest 
friends, and give means to thy posterity to live, and defend them- 
selves and thine own fame. Where it is said in the Proverbs, " That 
he shall be sore vexed that is surety for a stranger, and he that 
hateth suretyship is sure ;^ it is further said, " The poor is hated 
even of his own neighbour, but the rich have many friends." Lend 
not to him that is mightier than thyself, for if thou lendest him, 
count it but lost ; be not surety above thy power, for if thou be 
surety, think to pay it. 

[CHAPTER XII.] GEORGE HERBERT. 

Bom 1593— Died 1633. 



EASTEK SONG. 

1. I got me flowers to strew thy way, 
I got me boughs off many a tree ; 
But thou waat up by break of day. 

And brought* st thy sweets along with thee. 

2. The sun arising in the east. 

Though he give light and th' east perfume, 
If they should offer to contest 
With thy arising, they presume. 

3. Can there be any day but this, 
Though many suns to shine endeavour? 
We count three hundred, but we miss : 
There is but one, and that one ever. 
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BIGHABD LOVELACE. 

Bom 1618— Died 166& 



TO LUCASTA, ON GOING TO THE WAES. 

1. Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind, 

That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind, 
To war and arms I fly. 

2. True, a new mistress now I chase, 

The first foe in the field; 
And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 

3. Yet this inconstancy is such 

As you too shall adore ; 
I could not love thee, dear, so much, 
LoTed I not honour more. 



SIB JOHN SUCKLING. 
Bom 160»-Died IML 



SONG. 



1. I prithee send me back my heart. 

Since I cannot have thine ; 
For if from yours you will not part, 
Why then shouldst thou have mine ? 

2. Yet, now I think on't, let it lie ; 

To find it were in vain : 
For thou'rt a thief in either eye 
Would steal it back again. 

3. Why should two hearts in one breast lie. 

And yet not lodge together ] 
Oh, Love I where is tViy Byni^V>Kj^ 
If thus our breaata t\io\x ae^ct^ 
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4. But love is such a mystery, 
I cannot find it out ; 
For when I think I'm best resolved, 
I then am most in doubt 

6 Then farewell care, and farewell woe — 
I will no longer pine ; 
For I'll believe I have her heart, 
As much as she has mine. 



ROBERT HERRICK. 

Bom 1591— Bled 1674. 



GRACE FOR A CHILD. 

Here, a little child, I stand. 

Heaving up my either hand ; 

Cold as 'paddocks though they be, [toads. 

Yet I lift them up to Thee, 

For a 'benison to fall [iblesHng. 

On our meat, and on us all I Amen. 



THE UNGENTLE GUEST. 

1. One silent night of late. 

When every creature rested. 
Came one unto my gate. 
And, knocking, me molested. 

2." Who's that," said I, "beats there. 
And troubles thus the sleepy ] * 
" Cast off," said he, « all fear. 

And let not locks thus keep ye. 

3." For I a boy am, who 

By moonless nights have swerved, 
And all with showers wet through. 
And e'en with cold half-starv^" 

4. I pitiful arose 

And soon a taper li^Yited^ 
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And did mjself disclose 
Unto the lad benighted. 

& I saw he had a bow, 

And wings, too, which did shiver; 
And looking down below, 
I spied he had a qalver. 

6. I to m J chimney's shine 

Broaght him, as love professes, 

And chafed his hands with mine. 

And dried his drooping tresses. 

7. Bnt when he felt him warmed, 

" Let's try this bow of ours 
And string, if they be harmed,'' 
Said he, ^ with these late showers." 

8. Forthwith his bow he bent, 

And wedded string and arrow. 
And struck me, that it went 
Quite through my heart and marrow. 

9. Then laughing loud, he flew 

Away, and thus said flying, — 
^ Adieu, mine host, adieu ! 

FU leave thy heart a-dying." 



GEORGE WITHER. 

Bom 1088— Died 1667. 



A MAP OF ENGLAND.i 

Fair England, in the bosom of the seas. 
Amid her two-and-fifty provinces, 
Sits like a glorious empress, whose rich throne 
Great nymphs of honour come to wait upon. 

First in the height of bravery appears 
Kent, East and South, and Middle Saxon shires ; 

1 The Mutbor, bMving to wait in a friend*! dibaVn^-VMrn, imxiatd himaalf with a i 
ofJgngiMBd whiob b9 found thera. 
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Next Surrey, Berkshire, and Southampton get, 
With Dorset, Wilton, and rich Somerset ; 
Then Devon, with the Cornish promontory, 
Gloucester and Worcester, fair Sabrina's glory ! 10 

Then Salop, SuflFoIk, Norfolk large and fair; 
Oxford and Cambridge, that thrice-learned pair ! 
Then Lincoln, Derby, Yorkshire, Nottingham, 
Northampton, Warwick, Stafford, Buckingham, 
Chester and Lancaster, with herds well stored, 
Huntingdon, Hertford, Eutland, Hereford ; 
The princely Durham, Bedford, Leicester, and 
Northumber — , Cumber — , and cold Westmoreland. 
Brave English shires ! with whom, loved equally, 
Welsh Monmouth, Eadnor, and Montgomery 20 

Add all the glory to her train they can ; 
So doth Glamorgan, Brecknock, Cardigan, 
Carnarvon, Denbigh, Merionethshire, 
With Anglesea, which o'er the sea doth rear 
Her lofty head. And the first, though last, 
Flint, Pembroke, and Caermarthen might be placed. 
For all of these unto their power maintain 
Their mistress, England, with a royal train : 
Yea, for supporters, at each hand hath she 
The Wight and Man, that two brave islands be. 30 

From thee I to the Scottish Nymphs had journeyed, 
But that my friend was back again returned, 
Who having kindly brought me to his home, 
Alone did leave me in his dining-room ; 
Where I was fain (and glad I had the hap !) 
To beg an entertainment of his Map. 



[OBAPTEBZIU.] JOHN MILTON. 

Bom 160a-Dled 1674. 



UALLEGEO.i 

Haste thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Jest and youthful Jollity, 

1 L'AUegro, MixUk ; litanllv, 1^% C»kwWV^tt»a^ 
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Quips, and cranks/ and wanton wiles, 
Nods, and becks, and wreathed smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's^ cheek. 
And love to live in dimple sleek ; 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his sides. 
Come, and trip it as you go 
On the light fantastic toe ; 
And in thy right hand lead with thee 
The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty : 
And, if I give thee honour due, 
Mirth, admit me of thy crew. 
To live with her, and live with thee. 
In 'unreproved pleasures free : 
To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And singing startle the dull night. 
From his watch-tower in the skies, 
Till the dappled dawn doth rise ; 
Then to come, in spite of sorrow. 
And at my window bid good-morrow, 
Through the sweet-brier, or the vine. 
Or the twisted 'eglantine : 
While the cock with lively din 
Scatters the rear of darkness thin. 
And to the stack, or the barn-door, 
Stoutly struts his dames before : 
Oft listening how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slumbering mom. 
From the side of some hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing shrill : 
Sometimes walking not unseen 
By hedgerow elms, on hillocks green. 
Eight against the eastern gate. 
Where the great sun begins his state. 
Robed in flames and amber light. 
The clouds in thousand liveries 'dight; 
While the ploughman near at hand 
Whistles o'er the furrowed land. 
And the milkmaid singeth blithe, 
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2 H«M, ihe goddeu of jonih. 



JOHN MILTON. 105 

And the mower whets his scythe, 
And every shepherd tells his tale,^ 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 



IL PENSEROSO.a 

Come, pensive mm, devout and pure, 

Sober, steadfast, and 'demure, [solemn. 

All in a robe of darkest 'grain, [purpU. 

Flowing with majestic train, 

And sable 'stole of 'cypress-lawn, iveU; crape. 

Over thy 'decent shoulders drawn. ieomdy. 

Come, but keep thy wonted state. 

With even step, and musing gait. 

And looks 'commercing with the skies, ^^^^"^ 

Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes : 

There, held in holy passion still, 11 

Forget thyself to marble, till. 

With a sad leaden downward cast. 

Thou fix them on the earth as fast; 

And join with thee, calm Peace, and Quiet, 

Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet. 

And hears the Muses in a ring 

Aye round about Jove's altar sing; 

And add to these retired Leisure, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleasure. 20 

But first, and chiefest, with thee bring 

Him that soars on golden wing, 

Guiding the fiery- wheeled throne, 

The cherub Contemplation : 

And the mute Silence 'hist along, ihwhed. 

'Less 'Philomel will deign a song, ithe nightingale. 

In her sweetest, saddest plight. 

Smoothing the rugged brow of Night ; 

While • Cynthia checks her dragon-yoke, [the nuxm. 

Gently o'er the accustomed oak. 30 

Sweet bird, that shunn'st the noise of folly. 

Most musical, most melancholy ! 

1 Tern his tale, Mimben hU sheep. \ ^ Tl -pwMWtwft , ^'fi^a^^'^ *> >B^#K<ftB|^ 
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Thee, chantress, oft the woods among 

I woo, to hear thy even-song : 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 

On the dry smooth-shaven green. 

To behold the wandering moon. 

Riding near her highest noon. 

Like one that had been led astray 

Through the heaven*s wide pathless way ; 40 

And oft, as if her head she bowed. 

Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft on a plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-oflf curfew sound, 

Over some wide-watered shore. 

Swinging slow with sullen roar. 

Or if the air will not permit. 

Some still, 'removed place will fit, idistaru. 

Where glowing embers through the room 

Teach light to counterfeit a gloom ; 60 

Far from all resort of mirth. 

Save the cricket on the hearth. 

Or the bellman's drowsy charm. 

To bless the doors from nightly harm. 



[OHAPTBR XIV.] JEREMY TAYLOR. 

Bom 1613— Died 1667. 



THE SKYLARK. 

For so I have seen a lark rising from his bed of grass, and soaring 
upwards, singing as he rises, and hopes to get to heaven, and climb 
above the clouds ; but the poor bird was beaten back with the loud 
sighings of an eastern wind, and his motion made irregular and 
inconstant, descending more at every breath of the tempest, than it 
could recover by the libration^ and frequent weighing of his wings ; 
till the little creature was forced to sit down and pant, and stay 
till the storm was over ; and then it made a prosperous flight, and 
did rise and sing, as if it had learned music and motion from an 
angel, as he passed sometimes through the air, about his ministries 
Iiere below. 



JOHN BUNYAN RICHARD BAXTER. 
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USEFUL STUDIES. 

Spend not your time in that which profits not; for your labour 
and your health, your time and your studies, are very valuable ; and 
it is a thousand pities to see a diligent and hopeful person spend 
himself in gathering cockle-shells and little pebbles, in telling sands 
upon the shores, and making garlands of useless daisies.^ 



JOHN BUNYAN. 

Bom 1628— Died 1688. 



THE GOLDEN CIIY. 

1. Now I saw in my dream that these two men went in at the 
gate ; and lo, as they entered, they were transfigured, and they had 
raiment put on that shone like gold. There were also that met 
them with harps and crowns, and gave to them the harps to praise 
withal, and the crowns in token of honour. 

2. Then I heard in my dream that all the bells in the city rang 
again for joy, and that it was said unto them : ^^ Enter ye into the 
joy of your Lord." I also heard the men themselves, that they sang 
with a loud voice, saying: "Blessing, and honour, and glory, and 
power be to Him that sitteth upon the throne, and to the Lamb, 
for ever and ever.** 

3. Now, just as the gates were opened to let in the men, I looked 
in after them, and behold the city shone like the sun; the streets, 
also, were paved with gold, and in them walked many men with 
crowns on their heads, palms in their hands, and golden harpe, to 
sing praises withaL 



BICHABD BAXTER. 

Bom 1616— Died 1691. 



ON HIS OWN AND OTHER MEN'S KNOWLEDGE. 

Heretofore, I knew much less than now, and yet was not half so 
much acquainted with my ignorance. I had a great delight in the 



1 Sir Isaac Newton, a littte before he 
died, said: "I don't know what I may 
seem to the world, bnt as to myself, I seem 
to have been only like a hoj playing on 
the sea-shore, and diverting myself In now 



and then finding a smoother pebble or a 
prettier shell than ordinary; whilst the 
great ooean of truth lay all undisooyered 
before me." 
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daily new discoveries which I made^ and of the light which shined 
in upon me — like a man that cometh into a country where he never 
was before — but I little knew either how imperfectly I understood 
those very points whose discovery so much delighted me, nor how 
much might be said against them, nor how many things I was yet a 
stranger to ; but now I find far greater darkness upon all things, and 
perceive how very little it is that we know, in comparison of that 
which we are ignorant of, and have far meaner thoughts of my own 
understanding, though I must needs know that it is better furnished 
than it was then. 



[oHAPTEB XVI.] JOHN DR7DEN. 

Bom 1681— Died ITOa 



LINES ON MILTON. 

Three poets, in three distant ages bom, 

Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 

The 'first in loftiness of thought surpassed ; [Homer. 

The 'next in majesty ; in both 'the last. iVirgil; MUum, 

The force of Nature could no further go; 

To make a third, she joined the former twa 



ALEXANDER'S FEAST. 

'Twas at the royal feast, for Persia won 
By Philip's warlike son ; 
Aloft in awful state 
The godlike hero sate 
On his imperial throne ; 
His valiant peers were placed around. 
Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound i 

(So should desert in arms be crowned). 
The lovely Thate by his side 

Sate like a blooming Eastern bride, 10 

In flower of youth and beauty's pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair. 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave. 
None but the brave deserves the fair. 
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Thus long ago, 
Ere heaving bellows learned to blow, 
While organs yet were mute, 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute 

And sounding lyre, 20 

Gould swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire. 
At last divine Cecilia came, 
Inventress of the vocal frame ; 
The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to solemn sounds, 
With Nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown : 
He raised a mortal to the skies ; 30 

She drew an angel down. 



[OHAFTKRXTIL) JOHN LOGER 

Bom 1682— Died 170«. 



CHRISTMAS IN THE OLDEN TIME. 

1. This was the show : the music to it was all vocal in the quire^ 
adjoining, but such as I never heard. They had strong voices, but 
so ill-tuned, so ill-managed, that it was their misfortune, as well as 
ours, that they could be heard. He that could not, though he had a 
cold, make better music with a chevy chase ^ over a pot of smooth 
ale, deserved well to pay the reckoning, and go away athirst. 

2. However, I think they were the honestest singing-men I have 
ever seen, for they endeavoured to deserve their money, and earned 
it certainly with pains enough ; for what they wanted in skill, they 
made up in loudness and variety. Every one had his own tune ; and 
the result of all was like the noise of choosing parliament-men, where 
every one endeavours to cry loudest. 

3. Besides the men, there were a company of little choristers. I 
thought when I saw them at first they had danced to the otheraf 

1 Quire, now "choir." I Chevy Chase or Otterbnm^ tousiJa*. V»«ft»H»«^ 

2 Ohevy Ohase, a popular ballad which I I>o\^^\Ba «u^'?«cci. 
went h/ this same, dewribing the baiUe ot \ 
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music, and that it had been your Gray's Inn^ revels ; for they were 
jumping up and down about a good charcoal-fire that was in the 
middle of the quire — this their devotion and their singing was enough, 
I think, to keep them warm, though it were a very cold night — ^but 
it was not dancing, but singing they served for ; for when it came to 
their turns, away they ran to their places, and there they made as 
good harmony as a concert of little pigs would, and they were much 
about as cleanly. 

4 Their part being done, out they sallied again to the fire, where 
they played till their cue^ called them, and then back to their places 
they huddled. 

SIB ISAAC NEWTON. 

Bom 1642— Died 1727. 



FROM HIS "RELIGIOUS BELIEFS." 

We are to return thanks to the Father alone for creating us, and 
giving us food and raiment and other blessings of this life ; and what- 
soever we are to thank him for, or desire that he would do for us, 
we ask of him immediately in the name of Christ 



[CHAPTER xvm.] DANIEL DEFOE. 

Bom 1661— Died 1781. 



THE GREAT PLAGUE IN LONDON. 

1. Much about the same time I walked out into the fields towards 
Bow.^ I turned away over the fields, from Bow to Bromley,' and 
down to Blackwall,' to the stairs that are there for landing or taking 
water. Here I saw a poor man walking on the bank or sea-wall, as 
they call it, by himself. I walked a while also about, seeing the 
houses all shut up ; at last I fell into some talk, at a distance, with 
this poor man. 

2. " Why," says I, " what do you here all alone ] " " Why," says 
he, ^^ I am a poor desolate man : it hath pleased Qod I am not yet 
visited, though my family is, and one of my children dead." " How 

1 Gray's Inn, one of the law schools in I actor's speech. 
London, I 8 Bow, Brondey, and Bladcwall, inb- 

f Cfue^ the but words of the pTeYlouB\iic\»otlAU^OTi. 
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do you mean then," said I, "that you are not visited?" "Why," 
says he, " that is my house '* — pointing to a very little low-boarded 
house — " and there my poor wife and two children live," said he, " if 
they may be said to live ; for my wife and one of the children are 
visited, but I do not come at them." And with that word I saw the 
tears run very plentifully down his face ; and so they did down mine 
too, I assure you. 

3. " But," said I, " why do you not come at them ? How can you 
abandon your own flesh and blood ? " " O sir," says he, " the Lord 
forbid ! I do not abandon them ; I work for them as much as I am 
able ; and blessed be the Lord, I keep them from want." And with 
that I observed he lifted up his eyes to heaven with a countenance 
that presently told me I had happened on a man that was no hypo- 
crite, but a serious, religious, good man ; and his ejaculation was an 
expression of thankfulness, that, in such a condition as he was in, he 
should be able to say his family did not want. 

4 " Well," says T, " honest man, that is a great mercy, as things 
go now with the poor. But how do you live then, and how are you 
kept from the dreadful calamity that is now upon us all?" "Why, 
sir," says he, " I am a waterman, and there is my boat," says he, "and 
the boat serves me for a house : I work in it in the day, and I sleep 
in it in the night ; and what I get I lay it down upon that stone," 
says he, showing me a broad stone on the other side of the street, a 
good way from his house ; " and then," says he, " I halloo and call to 
them till I make them hear, and they come and fetch it." 

5. " Well, friend," says I, " but how can you get money as a water- 
man ? Does anybody go by water these times ? " " Yes, sir," says 
he, " in the way I am employed, there does. Do you see these," says 
he, "five ships lie at anchor?" — pointing down the river a good 
way below the town — " and do you see," says he, " eight or ten ships 
lie at the chain there, and at anchor yonder ? " — ^pointing above the 
town. " All those ships have families on board, of their merchants 
and owners, and such like, who have locked themselves up, and live 
on board, close shut in, for fear of the infection ; and I tend on them 
to fetch things for them, carry letters, and do what is absolutely 
necessary, that they may not be obliged to come on shore ; and every 
night I fasten my boat on board one of the ship's boats, and there I 
sleep by myself; and blessed be Gk>d, I am preserved hitherto." 
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[oHAPTBBxix.] JONATHAN SWIFT. 

Bom 1667— Died 1746. 



ON HIS OWN DEATH. 

He knew a hundred pleasant stories, 

With all the turns of Whigs and Tories ; 

Was cheerful to his dying day, 

And friends would let him have his way. 

As for his works in verse or prose, 

I own myself no judge of those. 

Nor can I tell what critics thought 'em ; 

But this I know, all people bought 'em. 

As with a moral view designed. 

To please and to reform mankind : 10 

And, if he often missed his aim. 

The world must own it to their shame, 

The praise is his, and theirs the blame. 

He gave the little wealth he had 

To build a house for fools and mad ; 

To show, by one satiric touch, 

No nation wanted it so much. 

That kingdom he hath left his debtor; 

I wish it soon may have a better : 

And since you dread no further lashes, 20 

Methinks you may forgive his ashes. 



GULLIVEE AMONG THE PIGMIES. 

1. I was extremely tired, and with that, and the heat of the 
weather, and about half-a-pint of brandy that I drank as I left the 
ship, I found myself much inclined to sleep. I lay down on the 
grass, which was very short and soft, where I slept sounder than 
ever I remembered to have done in my life, and, as I reckoned, about 
nine hours ; for when I awaked it was just daylight. 

2. I attempted to rise, but was not able to stir ; for as I happened 
to lie on my back, I found my arms and legs were strongly fastened 
on each side to the ground, and my hair, which was long and thick, 
tied down in the same manner. I likewise felt several slender liga- 
tures^ across my body, from my arm-pits to my thighs. I could only 

1 ligatUTM, COT^V 
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look upwards ; the sun began to grow hot, and the light offended my 
eyes. I heard a confused noise about me ; but in the posture I lay, 
could see nothing except the sky. 

3. In a little time I felt something alive moving on my left leg, 
which, advancing gently forward over my breast, came almost up to 
my chin ; when, bending my eyes downward as much as I could, I 
perceived it to be a human creature not six inches high, with a bow 
and arrow in his hands, and a quiver at his back. In the meantime, 
I felt at least forty more of the same kind (as I conjectured) following 
the first. 

4. I was in the utmost astonishment, and roared so loud that they 
all ran back in a fright ; and some of them, as I was afterwards told, 
were hurt with the falls they got by leaping from my sides upon the 
ground. However, they soon returned, and one of them, who ven- 
tured so far as to get a full sight of my face, lifting up his hands and 
eyes by way of admiration, cried out in a shrill but distinct voice, 
Hekinah degul; the others repeated the same words several times, 
but I then knew not what they meant. 

5. I lay all this while, as the reader may believe, in great uneasi- 
ness. At length, struggling to get loose, I had the fortune to break 
the strings and wrench out the pegs that fastened my left arm to the 
ground — for by lifting it to my face, I discovered the methods they had 
taken to bind me ; at the same time, with a violent pull, which gave 
me excessive pain, I a little loosened the strings that tied down my 
hair on the left side, so that I was just able to turn my head about 
two inches. 

6. But the creatures ran off a second time, before I could seize 
them : whereupon there was a great shout in a very shrill accent, and 
after it had ceased I heard one of them cry aloud, Tolgo phonac; 
when in an instant I felt above a hundred arrows discharged on my 
left hand, which pricked me like so many needles ; and besides, they 
shot another flight into the air, as we do bombs in Europe, whereof 
many, I suppose, fell on my body (though I felt them not), and some 
on my face, which I immediately covered with my left hand. 

7. When this shower of arrows was over, I fell a-groaning with 
grief and pain ; and then striving again to get loose, they discharged 
another volley larger than the first, and some of them attempted with 
spears to stick me in the sides; but by good luck I had on me a buff 
jerkin which they could not pierce. I thought it the most prudent 
method to lie still, and my design was to continue so till night, when, 
my left hand being already loose, I could easily free myself. 
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[CHAPTER xz.] SIB RICHARD STEELE. 

Bom 1672— Died 1729. 



A CHILD'S FIEST GEIEF. 

1. The first sense of sorrow I ever knew was upon the death of 
my father, at which time I was not quite five years of age ; but was 
rather amazed at what all the house meant than possessed with a 
real understanding why nobody was willing to play with me. I 
remember I went into the room where his body lay, and my mother 
sat weeping alone by it. 

2. I had my battledore^ in my hand, and fell a-beating the coffin, 
and calling papa ; for, I know not how, I had some slight idea that 
he was locked up there. My mother catched me in her arms, and, 
transported 2 beyond all patience of the silent grief she was before in, 
she almost smothered me in her embraces, and told me in a flood of 
tears, "Papa could not hear me, and would play with me no more, 
for they were going to put him under ground, whence he could never 
come to us again." 

3. She was a very beautiful woman, of a noble spirit, and there 
was a dignity in her grief amidst all the wildness of her transport, 
which, methought, struck me with an instinct of sorrow, that, before 
I was sensible of what it was to grieve, seized my very soul, and has 
made pity the weakness of my heart ever since. 



JOSEPH ADDISON. 

Bom 1672— Died 1719. 



SIE EOGEE AND THE SPECTATOR 

1. As I was sitting in my chamber, and thinking on a subject for 
my next Spectator, I heard two or three irregular bounces at my 
landlady's door ; and upon the opening of it, a loud cheerful voice 
inquiring whether the philosopher was at home. The child who 
went to the door answered very innocently that he did not lodge 
there. I immediately recollected that it was my good friend Sir 
Eoger^s voice, and that I had promised to go with him on the water 
to Spring Garden, in case it proved a good evening. The knight 
put me in mind of my promise from the staircase ; but told me that 
if I was speculating, he would stay below till I had done. Upon 

1 Battledore, a small bat used in ihe \ ^ TiaAS^xtod, carried away with griaL 
ffame of battledore and shuttlecock. \ 
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my comiDg down, I found all the children of the family got about 
my old friend, and my landlady herself, who was a notable prating 
gossip, engaged in a conference with him ; being mightily pleased 
with his stroking her little boy on the head, and bidding him be a 
good child, and mind his book. 

2. We were no sooner come to the Temple stairs, but we were 
surrounded with a crowd of watermen, offering their respective 
services. Sir Eoger, after having looked about him very atten- 
tively, spied one with a wooden leg, and immediately gave him 
orders to get his boat ready. As we were walking towards it, 
" You must know," says Sir Eoger, " I never make use of anybody 
to row me that has not either lost a leg or an arm. I would rather 
bate him a few strokes of his oar than not employ an honest man 
that has been wounded in the queen's service. If I was a lord or a 
bishop, and kept a barge, I would not put a fellow in my livery 
that had not a wooden leg." 

THE DEATH OF SIE EOGER 
[From a letter from Edward Biscuit to Sir Andrew Freeport.] 
It was a most moving sight to see him take leave of his poor 
servants, commending us all for our fidelity, whilst we were not able 
to speak a word for weeping. As we most of us have grown gray- 
headed in our dear master's service^ he has left us pensions and 
legacies, which we may live very comfortably upon the remaining 

part of our days Captain Sentry, my master's nephew, has taken 

possession of the Hall house, and the whole estate The captain, 

truly, seems a courteous man, though he says but little. He makes 
much of those whom my master loved, and shows great kindness to 
the old house-dog that you know my poor master was so fond of. 
It would have gone to your heart to have heard the moans the dumb 
creature made on the day of my master's death. He has never joyed 
himself since ; no more has any of us. It was the melancholiest day 
for the poor people that ever happened in Worcestershire. 



SAMUEL RICHARDSON. 
Born 1689— Died 1761. 



PAMELA'S FIEST APPEAEANCE IN CHURCH. 

1. It seems the neighbouring gentTy Yi^A eiL^^iXft^ ^i&> ^sA^*^"^^ 
was a gresLt congregation j for (^against my V^^"^ ^^ ^«^'5> ^\*50^^ ^ 
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the latest, so that, as we walked up the church to his seat, we had 
abundance of gazers and whisperers. 

2. But my dear master behaved with so intrepid^ an air, and was 
so cheerful and complaisant^ to me, that he did credit to his kind 
choice, instead of showing as if he was ashamed of it ; and as I was 
resolved to busy my mind entirely with the duties of the day, my 
intentness on that occasion, and my thankfulness to God for his un- 
speakable mercies to me, so took up my thoughts that I was much 
less concerned than I should otherwise have been at the gazings and 
whisperings of the ladies and gentlemen, as well as the rest of the 
congregation, whose eyes were all turned to our seat 

3. When the sermon was ended, we stayed the longer because the 
church should be pretty empty ; but we found great numbers at the 
church doors, and in the church porch ; and I had the pleasure of 
hearing many commendations, as well of my person as my dress and 
behaviour, and not one reflection or mark of disrespect. 

4. Mr. Martin, who is single, Mr. Chambers, Mr. Arthur, and Mr. 
Brooks, with their families, were all there ; and the four gentlemen 
came up to us before we went into the chariot, and in a very kind 
and respectful manner complimented us both ; and Mrs. Arthur and 
Mrs. Brooks were so kind as to wish me joy. And Mrs. Brooks 
said, " You sent Mr. Brooks, madam, home toother day quite charmed 
with a manner which you have convinced a thousand persons this 
day is natural to you." — "You do me great honour, madam," replied 
I; "such a good lady's approbation ^ must make me too sensible of 
my happiness." 

HENRY FIELDINQ. 
Bom 1707— Died 1704. 



PAETEIDGE THE BAEBEE AT THE THEATRE. 

1. In the first row, then, of the first gallery, did Mr. Jones, Mrs. 
Miller, her youngest daughter, and Partridge take their places. 
Partridge immediately declared it was the finest place he had ever 
been in. When the first music was played, he said, "It was a 
wonder how so many fiddlers could play at one time without putting 
one another out." While the fellow was lighting the upper candles, 
he cried out to Mrs. Miller, " Look, look, madam ; the very picture 
of the man in the end of the commoTi Tpws.'^er-book, before the gfun- 

1 Intrepid, nndaunted. \ * kWNk>»»«>^ «!Bi^!tw^\\x«^t«os^ 

^ CfomplaUant, pleasant. \ «^«^^ 
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powder treason service/^ Nor coiild he help observing, with a sigh, 
when all the candles were lighted, '^ That here were candles enough 
burnt in one night to keep an honest poor family for a whole twelve- 
month.** 

2. As soon as the play (which was Hamlet^ Prince of Denrruirky 
began Partridge was all attention, nor did he break silence till the 
entrance of the ghost ; upon which he asked Jones, '' What man that 
was in the strange dress ; something," said he, ^' like what I have 
seen in a picture. Sure it is not armour, is it ? " Jones answered, 
"That is the ghost." To which Partridge replied, with a smile, 
" Persuade me to that, sir, if you can. Though I can't say I ever 
actually saw a ghost in my life, yet I am certain I should know one 
if I saw him better than that comes to. No, no, sir; ghosts don't 
appear in such dresses as that neither." 

3. In this mistake, which caused much laughter in the neighbour- 
hood of Partridge, he was sujffered to continue till the scene between 
the ghost and Hamlet, when Partridge gave that credit to Mr. Gar- 
rick ^ which he had denied to Jones, and fell into so violent a trem- 
bling that his knees knocked against each other. Jones asked him 
what was the matter, and whether he was afraid of the warrior upon 
the stage. " O la ! sir," said he, " I perceive now it is what you told 
me. I am not afraid of anything, for I know it is but a play ; and 
if it was really a ghost, it could do one no harm at such a distance, 
and in so much company : and yet if I was frightened, I am not the 
only person." 

4. "Why, who," cries Jones, "dost thou take to be such a coward 
here besides thyself ? " — " Nay, you may call me coward if you will ; 
but if that little man there upon the stage is not frightened, I never 
saw any man frightened in my life. Ay, ay; go along with you! 
Ay, to be sure ! Who's fool, then 1 Will you ] Mercy upon such 

foolhardiness ! Whatever happens, it is good enough for you 

Oh ! here he is again. No further ! No, you have gone far enough 
already: further than I'd have gone for all the king's dominions." 
Jones ojffered to speak; but Partridge cried, "Hush, hush, dear sir; 
don't you hear him ] " And during the whole speech of the ghost 
he sat with his eyes fixed partly on the ghost and partly on Hamlet, 
and with his mouth open ; the same passions which succeeded each 
other in Hamlet succeeding likewise in him. 

1 Onnpowder treason serrioe, a fonn I speare's well-known play, 
of thanksgiving for deliverance from the 3 Mr. aanlck^\iwV5LQwA^i-»^^«»««k 
Gunpowder Plot of 1605. \ ac\ot CVnWYl'VSV 

a HuDl9t, FrinoB of Dmunark, Shake- \ 
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[cHAPTBRxxL] ALEXANDER POPE. 

Bom 1688— Died 1744. 



THE TOILET. 

And now, unveiled, the toilet stands displayed, 

Each silver vase in mystic order laid ; 

First, robed in white, the nymph intent adores, 

With head uncovered, the cosmetic powers.^ 

A heavenly image in the glass appears. 

To that she bends, to that her eye she rears; 

The inferior priestess, at her altar's side, 

Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride. 

Unnumbered treasures ope at once, and here 

The various ojfferings of the world appear; 10 

Erom each she nicely 'culls with curious toil, iaekets. 

And decks the goddess with the glittering spoiL 

This casket India's glowing gems unlocks. 

And all Arabia ^ breathes from yonder box. 

The tortoise here and elephant unite, 

Transformed to combs, the speckled and the white. 

Here files of pins extend their shining rows, 

Pujffs, powders, patches, Bibles, 'billet-doux. [love-leUen 

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 

The fair each moment rises in her charms, 20 

JRepairs her smiles, awakens every grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 

Sees by degrees a purer blush arise. 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The busy 'sylphs surround their darling care, iattendanU 

These set the head, and those divide the hair ; 

Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown, 

And Betty's praised for labours not her own. 28 



A WISH. 

[Written when Pope was twelve years old.] 

1. Happy the man whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound. 



1 OoBmetio powers, the variotu axUdM \ % ^x«i\Ab^1«x(v»qaVaV\» vwaNj^^t^j^ 
BMtf in bonutitying the oomplexion. \ 
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Content to breathe his native air 
In his own ground. 

2. Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
Whose flocks supply him with attire ; 

Whose trees in summer yield him shade, 
In winter, fire. 

3. Blest, who can unconcernedly find 
Hours, days, and years, glide soft away 
In health of body, peace of mind, 

Quiet by day, 

4. Sound sleep by night ; study and ease 
Together mixed ; sweet recreation. 
And innocence which most does please 

With meditation. 

5. Thus let me live, unseen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die ; 

Steal from the world, and not a stone 
Tell where I lie. 



tcHAPTERxxii.] OLIVER QOLDSMITH. 
Bom 1728— Died 1774. 



(86S) 



THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

Sweet Auburn I loveliest village of the plain. 

Where health and plenty cheered the labouring swain; 

Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid. 

And parting summer's lingering blooms delayed : 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease. 

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please, 

How often have I loitered o'er thy green, 

Where humble happiness endeared each scene ! 

How often have I paused on every charm — 

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 10 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill. 

The decent church that topped tlva \i%^^si!c«va\x^%\^i.^ 

The hawthorn bush, w\t\i aea\a\ieiiea.^^^^Ss^^^'» 

For talking age and w\\\ft\^eT\ii^\oNet^ m"w^fe\ ^^ 



I 
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How often have I blessed the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree ; 

While many a pastime circled in the shade. 

The young contending as the old surveyed ; 20 

And many a gambol frolicked o'er the ground, 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round : 

And still, as each repeated pleasure tired. 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired ; 

The dancing pair, that simply sought renown 

By holding out to tire each other down ; 

The swain mistrustless of his smutted face. 

While secret laughter tittered round the place ; 

The bashful virgin's sidelong looks of love. 

The matron's glance that would those looks reprove : 30 

These were thy charms, sweet village ! sports like these 

With sweet succession taught e'en toil to please. 



MOSES GOES TO THE FAIR. 

1. As we were now to hold up our heads a little higher^ in the 
world, my wife suggested that it would be proper to sell the colt, 
which was grown old, at a neighbouring fail', and buy us a horse 
that would carry us single, or double upon an occasion, and make a 
pretty appearance at church or upon a visit. This at first I opposed 
stoutly ; but it was as stoutly defended. However, as I weakened, 
my antagonists gained strength, till at last it was resolved to part 
with him. 

2. As the fair happened on the following day, I had intentions of 
going myself ; but my wife persuaded me that I had got a cold, and 
nothing could prevail upon her to permit me from home. " No, my 
dear," said she ; " our son Moses is a discreet boy, and can buy and 
sell to a very good advantage. You know all our great bargains are 
of his purchasing. He always stands out and higgles,^ and actually 
tires them till he gets a bargain." 

3. As I had some opinion of my son's prudence, I was willing 
enough to intrust him with this commission ;3 and the next morning 

i Sold up our heads a Uttie hlgb«r,\ 2'a\TO^ft%»\i^'u^a^^^\iAs»' 
^re in « little better «tyle. \ * OomTniMXw,"^}^^^!^*, 
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I perceived his sisters mighty busy in fitting out Moses for the fair : 
trimming his hair, brushing his buckles, and cocking his hat with 
pins. The business of the toilet being over, we had at last the satis- 
faction of seeing him mounted upon the colt, with a deal box before 
him to bring home groceries in. 

4. He had on a coat made of that cloth they call " thunder-and- 
lightning," which, though grown too short, was much too good to be 
thrown away. His waistcoat was of gosling green ; and his sisters 
had tied his hair with a broad black ribbon. We all followed him 
several paces from the door, bawling after him, " Grood luck ! good 
luck !" till we could see him no longer. 

5. He was scarce gone when Mr. Thomhill^s butler came to con- 
gratulate us upon our good fortune, saying that he overheard his 
young master mention our names with great commendation. Then 
came a note from two ladies who were visiting the squire, holding 
out hopes of finding situations for Olivia and Sophia in London. 

6. This was to be our visiting day. The next that came was Mr. 
Burchell, who had been at the fair. He brought my little ones a 
pennyworth of gingerbread each, which my wife undertook to keep 
for them, and give them by letters at a time. He brought my 
daughters also a couple of boxes, in which they might keep wafers, 
snujff, patches, or even money, when they got it. My wife was 
usually fond of a weasel-skin purse, as being the most lucky ; but 
this by-the-bye. 

7. We had still a regard for Mr. Burchell; nor could we now 
avoid communicating our happiness to him, and asking his advice : 
although we seldom followed advice, we were all ready enough to ask 
it. When he read the note from the two ladies, he shook his head, 
and observed that an ajffair of this sort demanded the utmost circum- 
spection.* This air of diffidence highly displeased my wife. "I 
never doubted, sir," cried she, "your readiness to be against my 
daughters and me. You have more circumspection than is wanted. 
However, I fancy, when we come to ask advice, we will apply to 
persons who seem to have made use of it themselves." — "Whatever 
my own conduct may have been, madam," replied he, " is not the 
present question, though, as I have made no use of advice myself, I 
should in conscience give it to those that will." 

8. As I was apprehensive this answer might draw on a repartee,' 
making up by abuse what it wanted in wit, I changed the subject, 

1 Demanded the utmost circumspeo- \ &\\ &VdQ«. 
tior, needed to he looked at careftOly on \ 1 "Btje^axXA^, Av«r&x«^i. 
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by seeming to wonder what could keep our son so long at the fair, 
as it was now almost nightfall. 

9. "Never mind our son," cried my wife; "depend upon it he 
knows what he is about. I'll warrant we'll never see him sell his 
hen of a rainy day.^ I have seen him buy such bargains as would 
amaze one. I'll tell you a good story about that, that will make you 
split your sides with laughing. — But as I live, yonder comes Moses, 
without a horse, and the box on his back." 

10. As she spoke, Moses came slowly on foot, and sweating under 
the deal box, which he had strapped round his shoulders like a 
pedlar. "Welcome, welcome, Moses! "Well, my boy, what have 
you brought us from the fair ? " — " I have brought you myself,** cried 
Moses, with a sly look, and resting the box on the dresser. — " Ay, 
Moses," cried my wife, " that we know ; but where is the horse ? '* 

11. "I have sold him," cried Moses, " for three pounds five shill- 
ings and twopence." — " Well done, my good boy," returned she. " I 
knew you would touch them off. Between ourselves, three pounds 
five shillings and twopence is no bad day's work. Come, let us have 
it then." — " I have brought back no money," cried Moses again ; " I 
have laid it all out in a bargain, and here it is," pulling out a bundle 
from his breast ; " here they are : a gross of green spectacles, with 
silver rims and shagreen ^ cases." 

12. "A gross of green spectacles!** repeated my wife in a faint 
voice. " And you have parted with the colt, and brought us back 
nothing but a gross of green paltry spectacles ! " — " Dear mother,** 
cried the boy, " why won't you listen to reason 1 I had them a dead 
bargain, or I should not have brought them. The silver rims alone 
will sell for double the money." — " A fig for the silver rims,** cried 
my wife in a passion ; " I dare swear they won't sell for above half 
the money at the rate of broken silver, five sljillings an ounce.** 

13. " You need be under no uneasiness," cried I, " about selling 
the rims, for they are not worth sixpence ; for I perceive they are 
only copper varnished over." — " What ! " cried my wife ; " not silver ! 
the rims not silver!" — "No,** cried I; "no more silver than your 
saucepan.*' — " And so," returned she, " we have parted with the colt, 
and have only got a gross of green spectacles, with copper rims 
and shagreen cases! A murrain take^ such trumpery ! The block- 



1 Sell his hen of a rainy day, sell at a 

disadvantage, when the thiDg to be sold is 

In had condition, as a hen is when her 

femtben are wet 

2 ShagreeUf leather made from the s>(\xi 



of the shark or the sturgeon. 

3 A murrain take, "plague take;" a 
mild oath. " Murrain " is a disease whieb 
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head has been imposed upou, and should have known his company 
better." 

14. "Tliere, my dear," cried I, "you are wrong; he should not 
have known them at all." — " Marry,^ hang the idiot ! " returned she, 
" to bring me such stuff. If I had them, I would throw them in the 
fire." — " There again you are wrong, my dear," cried I ; " for though 
they be copper, we will keep them by us, as copper spectacles, you 
know, are better than nothing." 



[oHAPTSBxxin.] SAMUEL JOHNSON. 
Bom 1709— Bled 1784. 



LETTEE TO MES. THEALE. 

Edinbuboh, Aug, 17, 177S. 

1. Dear Madam, — On the 13th I left Newcastle, and in the after- 
noon came to Alnwick, where we were treated with great civility by 
the duke. I went through the apartments, walked on the wall, and 
climbed the towers. That night we lay at Belford, and on the next 
night came to Edinburgh. On Sunday (15th) I went to the English 
chapeL After dinner. Dr. Eobertson^ came in, and promised to show 
me the place. 

2. On Monday I saw their public buildings : the Cathedral, which 
I told Eobertson I wished to see because it had once been a church ; 
the Courts of Justice, the Parliament House, the Advocates' Library, 
the Eepository of Eecords, the College and its library, and the Palace, 
particularly the old tower where the King of Scotland seized David 
Eizzio in the Queen's presence. Most of their buildings are very 
mean, and the whole town bears some resemblance to the old part of 
Birmingham. 

3. Boswell^ has very handsome and spacious rooms, level with the 
ground on one side of the house, and on the other four stories high. 
At dinner on Monday were the Duchess of Douglas, an old lady who 
talks broad Scotch with a paralytic voice, and is scarce understood 
by her own countrymen; the Lord Chief Baron, Sir Adolphus 
Crighton, and many more. At supper there was such a conflux of 
company that I could scarcely support the tumult I have iicver 
been well on the whole journey, and am very easily disordered. 

1 Marry-that is, " By Mary." I (1721-1793). 

2 Dr. Boliertgon. William Robertson, I S BoavftVl, 3wa«i^, wi *to^»ai«^\ "^^^ 
the historian, was a minister in Edinburgh \ M<jtiA olTit. 3Q\iT«Ksn,'w\«*ft>^'^^'^ w*st- 
and wM latterly Principal of its UniverMty \ ^atA» 'wto^a (^n\^W^. 
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4. This morning I saw at breakfast Dr. Blacklock, the blind poet, 
who does not remember to have seen light, and is read to by a poor 
scholar in Latin, Greek, and French. He was originally a poor 
scholar himself. I looked on him with reverence. To-morrow our 
journey begins ; I know not when I shall write again. I am but 
poorly. — I am. Madam, your most humble servant, etc 



[cHAmAxziy.] JAMES THOMSON. 

Bom 1700— Died 1748. 



A SUMMER EVENING SCENE. 

His folded flock secure, the shepherd home 

Hies merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves 

The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail ; 

The beauty whom perhaps his witless heart — 

Unknowing what the joy-mixed anguish means — 

Sincerely loves, by that best language shown 

Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 

Onward they pass o'er many a panting height, 

And valley sunk, and unfrequented ; where 

At fall of eve the fairy people throng, 20 

In various game and revelry, to pass 

The sununer night, as village stories tell. 

But far about they wander from the grave 

Of him whom his ungentle fortune urged 

Against his own sad breast to lift the hand 

Of impious violence. The lonely tower 

Is also shunned, whose mournful chambers hold — 

So night-struck fancy dreams — the yelling ghost. 

Among the crooked lanes, on every hedge. 

The glowworm lights his gem ; and through the dark 20 

A moving radiance twinkles. 



ALLAN RAMSAY. 

Bom 1685— Died 1768. 



FROM "THE GENTLE SHEPHERD." 
Jenny, Come, Meg, let's fa' to wark upon this green ; 
ThiB shiniDg day will bleach. o\ir Ymcii de».Ti\ 



BOBERT BURNS. 
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The water clear, the 'lift unclouded blue, itky. 

Will mak* them like a lily wet wi* dew. 

Peggy, Gae farmer up the bum to Habbie*s Howe,^ 
There a' the sweets o' spring and summer grow : 
There 'tween twa 'birks, out ower a little linn,^ [Mrcfc-freM. 
The water fa's and maks a singin' din ; 
A pool breast-deep, beneath as clear as glass. 

Kisses wi' easy whirls the bordering grass 10 

We're far frae ony road, and out o' sight ; 

The lads they're feeding far beyont the height 

But tell me, now, dear Jenny, we're our lane, 

What "gars ye plague your wooer wi' disdain] [moJbM. 

The neebours a' 'tent this as weel as I, \.w>iiM, 

'Phat Eoger lo'es ye, yet ye carena by. 

What ails ye at him ]3 Troth, between us twa. 

He's worthy you the best day e'er ye saw. 

Jenny, I dinna like him, Peggy, there's an end ; 19 

A herd mair sheepish yet I never 'kend. tJbww. 

He 'kames his hair, indeed, and gaes right snug, [ctnnJbs. 
Wi' ribbon knots at his blue bannet lug, 
Whilk pensily he wears a thought a-jee,* 
And spreads his 'gartens diced beneath his knee ; [garters. 
He falds his 'o'erlay down his breast wi' care, [eravoL 
And few gang 'trigger to the kirk or fair ; [smarUr, 

For a' that, he can neither sing nor say, 
Except, « How d' ye ? "—or, " There's a bonny day." 28 



ROBERT BURNS. 

Bom 1769— Died 1796. 



SPRING SONG. 

L. As I was a-wandering ae morning in spring, 
I heard a merry ploughman sae sweetly to sing ; 
And as he was singing thae words he did say, 
" There's nae life like the ploughman's in the month o* sweet May. 



1 Babbie's Howe, a dell on the Esk, 
near Carlops. 

2 Out ower a little linn, over a little 
waterfall. 

8 What ails ye at him? what fanlt do 



yon find with him? 

4 Whilk pensily he wean a thought 
a-Jee, which affectedly he wean a little to 
one aide. 
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2." The laverock in the morning shell rise frae her nest, 
And mount in the air with the dew on her breast ; 
And wi' the merry ploughman she'll whistle and sing, 
And at night she'll return to her nest back again." 



MY HEARTS IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

1. My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 

My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 

2. Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, 
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

3. Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow ; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below ; 
Farewell to the forests and wild -hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 

4. My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe. 

My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go ! 



WILLIAM GOWPER. 

Bom 1731— Died laoo. 



THE LOSS OF THE "ROYAL GEORGE.'* 

1. Toll for the brave. 

The brave that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the wave, 
•Fast by their native shore. [Ooae 

2. Eight hundred of the brave. 

Whose courage well was tried, 
Had made the vessel 'heel, ileanc 

And laid her on her side. 
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3. A land-breeze shook the 'shrouds, [ropes. 

And she was overset ; 
Down went the Eoi/al George 
With all her crew complete. 

4 Toll for the brave ! 

Brave Kempenfelt^ is gone; 
His last sea-fight is fought, 
His work of glory done. 

5. It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 
She sprang no fatal leak, 
She ran upon no rock. 

6. His sword was in its sheath, 

His fingers held the pen. 
When Kempenfelt went down 
With twice four hundred men. 

7. Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by her foes ! 
And mingle with our cup 
The tear that England owes. 

8. Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may fioat again. 
Full charged with England's thunder, 
And plough the distant main. 

9. But Kempenfelt is gone, 

His victories are o'er ; 
And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plough the wave no more. 

1 Kempenfelt, Richard, a famous English admiral (1720-1782). He was writing In 
his cabin at the time of the accident 



ni 
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[oHAPRBxzT.] WTTiTiTAM WORDSWORTH. 

Bom 1770— Died 186a 



DAFFODILS. 

1. I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host of golden daffodils ; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

2. Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the Milky Way,^ 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay : 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

3. The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee : — 
A poet could not but be gay 

In such a jocund company ; 

I gazed — and gazed — but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought : 

4 For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 
They flash upon that inward eye^ 
Which is the bliss of solitude, 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 



LUCY. 

1. She dwelt among the untrodden ways, 
Beside the springs of Dove ; 



1 The Milky Way, a white track in 

the heavens, which seems to encircle the 

eurib like a belt. The early astronomers 

ctUIed it the ** milky way" from ito white- 



ness. It consists of a multitude of i 
too far off to be separately distingiii 
by the eye. 

1 luwaxQi «^Q, \&i« memory. 
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A maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love ; 

2. A violet by a mossy stone 

Half hidden from the eye ! 
Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 

3. She lived unknown, and few could know 

When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and, oh. 
The difference to me ! 



LONDON AT SUNRISR 

Earth has not anything to show more fair ; 

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 

A sight so touching in its majesty : 

This city now doth like a garment wear 

The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare. 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 

Open unto the fields and to the sky. 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep, 

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill ; 10 

Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will : 

Dear God I the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying stilL 



[oHAP.xxvij SAMUEL TATLOB COLERIDGE. 
Bom 1772— Died 1831 



THE ANCIENT MARINER 

And now the storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong; 
He struck with his o^ertakin^ ^nsi^ 
And chased ua aovxt\i aXon^. 
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2. With sloping masts and dipping- prow, 
As who pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe, 
And forward bends his head ; 

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
And southward aye we fled. 

3. And now there came both mist and snow, 
And it grew wondrous cold ; 

And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 
As green as emerald. 

4 And through the drifts, the snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen : 
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken — 
The ice was all between. 

5. The ice was here, the ice was there, 
The ice was all around : 

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled. 

Like noises in a 'swound. inooon. 

6. At length did cross an Albatross,^ 
Thorough the fog it came ; 

As if it had been a Christian soul. 
We hailed it in God's name. 

7. It ate the food it ne'er had eat. 
And round and round it flew : 

The ice did split with a thunder-fit ; 
The helmsman steered us through. 

8. And a good south wind sprang up behind ; 
The Albatross did follow. 

And every day, for food or play, 
Came to the Mariners' hollo ! 

9. In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud 

It perched for 'vespers nine ; ieveninga. 

While all the night, through fog-smoke white. 
Glimmered the white moonshine. 

1 Albatross, a large ^eY>-too\Ad %ev\At^ 
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10. God save thee, ancient Mariner, 
From the fiends that plague thee thus ! 
Why look'st thou so ? — With my cross-bow 
I shot the Albatross. 

11. The sun now rose upon the right ; 
Out of the sea came he, 

Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 

12. And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet bird did follow. 

Nor any day, for food or play, 
Came to the Mariners' hollo ! 

13. And I had done a hellish thing. 
And it would work 'em woe ; 

For all averred I had killed the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 
" Ah, wretch ! " said they, " the bird to slay 
Tliat made the breeze to blow ! " 

14. Nor dim nor red, like God's own head, 

The glorious sun 'uprist ; [rose up, 

Then all averred I had killed the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 
" 'Twas right," said they, " such birds to slay 
That bring the fog and mist." 

15. The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew. 
The furrow followed free ; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

16. Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 
'Twas sad as sad could be ; 

And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea ! 

17. All in a hot and copper sky. 
The bloody sun, at noon. 

Right up above the mast did ^taM.^ 
No bigger than the moou. 
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18. Day after day, day after day, 
We stuck, nor breath nor motion ; 
As idle as a painted ship 

Upon a painted ocean. 

19. Water, water everjrwhere, 
And all the boards did shrink ; 
Water, water everywhere. 
Nor any drop to drink. 

20. The very deep did rot : alas 1 
That ever this should be ! 

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea. 

21. About, about, in reel or rout 
The death-fires danced at night ; 
The water, like a witch's oils, 
Burnt green, and blue, and white. 

22. And some in dreams assured were 
Of the spirit that plagued us so ; 
Nine fathom deep he had followed us 
From the land of mist and snow. 

23. And every tongue, through utter drought, 
Was withered at the root ; 

We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 

24. Ah, well-a-day ! what evil looks 
Had I from old and young ! 
Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
About my neck was hung. 



ANSWER TO A CHILD'S QUESTION. 

Do you ask what the birds say ? The sparrow, the dove, 
The linnet, and thrush say, " I love, and I love ! " 
In the winter they're aWeiit, tXve V\iv^.Sa ^o ^Xjksi^^ 
What it says T don't kT\ow,\)\it \\. wwv^ ^Xom^^xi!^, 
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But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm weather 
And singing and loving — all come back together ; 
But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 
The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 
That he sings, and he sings, and for ever sings he, 
'* I love my Love, and my Love loves me." 10 



AWAY FROM HOME. 

1. If I had but two little wings. 

And were a little feathery bird. 
To you I'd fly, my dear ! 
But thoughts like these are idle things. 
And I stay here. 

2. But in my sleep to you I fly ; 

I*m always with you in my sleep ! 
The world is all one's own ; 
But then one wakes, and where am I ? 
All, all alone. 

3. Sleep stays not, though a monarch bids; 

So I love to wake ere break of day : 
For though my sleep be gone, 
Yet while 'tis dark, one shuts one's lids, 
And still dreams on. 



BOBERT SOUTHEY. 

Bom 1774— Died 1843. 



THE INCHCAPE BELL. 

1. No stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
The ship was still as ship might be ; 

Her sails from heaven received no motion. 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

2. Without either sign or sound of their shock. 
The waves flowed over the luchcape Bock \^ 

1 laohoape Book, a dangeroug rocL, twenty miiM Itoxo. \Jitift c»M>\i <A'««rtMBBta^ "Tfis®. 
Bell Book UghthouBO oow standi on It. 
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So little they rose, so little they fell, 
They did not move the Inchcape belL 

3. The worthy abbot of Aberbrothock^ 

Had floated that bell on the Inchcape Bock ; 
On the waves of the storm it floated and swung. 
And louder and louder its warning rung. 

4 When the rock was hid by the tempest's swell, 
The mariners heard the warning bell ; 
And then they knew the perilous rock. 
And blessed the priest of Aberbrothock. 

6. The float of the Inchcape bell was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean green : 
Sir Balph the 'Eover walked his deck, IpiraU 

And he fixed his eye on the darker speck. 

6. His eye was on the bell and float :^ 
Quoth he, " My men, put out the boat, 
And row me to the Inchcape Eock, 

And m plague the priest of Aberbrothock." 

7. The boat is lowered, the boatmen row, 
And to the Inchcape Kock they go : 
Sir Ealph bent over from the boat, 
And cut the warning-bell from the float. 

8. Down sank the bell with a gurgling sound. 
The bubbles arose and burst around : 

Quoth Sir Ralph, " The next who comes to this rock 
Will not bless the priest of Aberbrothock.'* 

9. Sir Ealph the Rover sailed away, 

He 'scoured the seas for many a day ; iawept ovet. 

And now, grown rich with plundered store. 
He steers his course to Scotland's shore. 

10. So thick a haze overspreads the sky. 
They cannot see the sun on high : 



i Abfftbrothotik, Arbroath, in rortat- \ ^ T\o^\, t%.1\. Vi '•\sis3a. NJaa XxiSa. 
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The wind hath blown a gale all day, 
At evening it had died away. 

11. " Canst hear/* said one, " the breakers roar ? 
For yonder, methinks, should be the shore ; 
Now where we are I cannot tell, 

But I wish we could hear the Inchcape bell ! " 

12. They hear no sound, the swell is strong ; 
Though the wind hath fallen, they drift along. 
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock — 
O heavens ! it is the Inchcape Kock ! 

13. Sir Ealph the Eover tore his hair. 
He cursed himself in his despair ; 
But the waves rush in on every side. 
And the vessel sinks beneath the tide ! 



[oHAPTERxxvu.] SIB WALTER SCOTT. 

Bom 1771— Died 1832. 



(868) 



HUNTING SONG. 

1. Waken, lords and ladies gay, 
On the mountain dawns the day. 
All the jolly chase is here. 

With hawk, and horse, and hunting spear I 
Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling. 
Merrily, merrily, mingle they, 
" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

2. Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain gray, 
Springlets in the dawn are steaming, 
Diamonds on the brake are gleaming ; 
And foresters have busy been. 
To track the buck in thicket green : 
Now we come to chant ovxx Aa^^ 
'' Waken, lords and ladiea ga:y ?^ -^ 



22(1 ILLUSTRATIVE EXTRACTS. 

3. Waken, lords and ladies gay, 
To the green-wood haste away : 
We can show you where he lies. 
Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 
We can show the marks he made 
When 'gainst the oak his antlers frayed ; 
You shall see him brought to bay, — 

" Waken, lords and ladies gay." 

4. Louder, louder, chant the lay. 
Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee. 
Run a course as well as we ; 
Time, stern huntsman ! who can balk. 
Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk : 
Think of this, and rise with day, 
Gentle lords and ladies gay. 



GATHERING SONG OF DONALD THE BLACK 

1. Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 
Wake thy wild voice anew. 

Summon Clan Conuil ! 
Come away, come away, 

Hark to the summons ! 
Come in your war array, 

Gentles and commons. 

2. Come from deep glen, and 

From moimtain so rocky ! 
The war-pipe and pennon 

Are at Inverlochy. 
Come every hill-plaid, and 

True heart that wears one .' 
Come every steel-blade, and 

Strong hand that bears one ! 

8. Leave untended the herd, 
The flock without shelter ; 
Lieave t\ie corpa^ xjjmi^fcTr^d^ 
Tke "bride at \)[i^ ^^Jwa \ 
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Leave the deer, leave the steer, 

Leave net and barges : 
Come with your fighting-gear. 

Broadswords and targes ! 

4. Come as the winds come, when 

Forests are rended ! 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded ! 
Faster come, faster come. 

Faster and faster. 
Chief, vassal, page, and groom, 

Tenant and master ! 

6. Fast they come, fast they come ; 

See how they gather ! 
Wide waves the eagle plume 

Blended with heather. 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 

Forward each man set ! 
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset ! 



IVANHOE. 

1. In that pleasant district of merry England, which is watered 
by the river Don, there extended in ancient times a large forest, 
covering the greater part of the beautiful hills and valleys which lie 
between Sheffield and the pleasant town of Doncaster. The remains 
of this extensive wood are still to be seen at the noble seats of Went- 
worth, of Whamcliffe Park, and around Eotherham. Here haunted 
of yore the fabulous Dragon of Wantley ; here were fought many of 
the most desperate battles during the civil wars of the Eoses ; and 
here also flourished in ancient times those bands of gallant outlaws 
whose deeds have been rendered so popular in English song. 

2. Such being our chief scene, the date of our story refers to a 
period towards the end of the reign of Richard the First, when his 
return from his long captivity had become an event rather wished 
than hoped for by his despairing subjects, who were in the meantime 
subjected to every species of subordinate oppression. The TLohlfts^^ 
whose power had become exorbitant dwrm^ >i)ti^ t«v^ <^\ *^\k^^ss-» 
and whom the prudence of Henry t\ie Second \v»A «c»x^^ T^e^NXRR^'^i^ 
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some degree of subjection to the crown, had now resumed their an- 
cient license in its utmost extent ; despising the feeble interference of 
the English Council of State, fortifying their castles, increasing the 
number of their dependants, reducing all around them to a state of 
vassalage, and striving, by every means in their power, to place 
themselves each at the head of such forces as might enable him to 
make a figure in the national convulsions which appeared to be 
impending 

3. The sun was setting upon one of the rich grassy glades of the 
forest we have mentioned. Hundreds of broad - headed, short- 
stemmed oaks, which had witnessed perhaps the stately march of the 
Roman soldiery, flung their gnarled arms over a thick carpet of the 
most delicious green sward ; in some places they were intermingled 
with beeches, hollies, and copsewood of various descriptions, so 
closely as totally to intercept the level beams of the sinking sun ; in 
others they receded from each other, forming those long, sweeping 
vistas, in the intricacy of which the eye delights to lose itself, while 
imagination considers them as the paths to yet wilder scenes of sylvan 
solitude. Here the red rays of the sun shot a broken and discoloured 
light, that partially hung upon the shattered boughs and moeay 
trunks of the trees, and there they illuminated in brilliant patches 
the portions of turf to which they made their way. 

4 A considerable open space, in the midst of this glade, seemed 
formerly to have been dedicated to the rites of Druidical super- 
stition ; for on the summit of a hillock, so regular as to seem artificial, 
there still remained part of a circle of rough unhewn stones of large 
dimensions. Seven stood upright ; the rest had been dislodged from 
their places, probably by the zeal of some convert to Christianity, 
and lay,, some prostrate near their former site, and others on the side 
of the hilL One large stone only had foimd its way to the bottom, 
and in stopping the course of a small brook, which glided smoothly 
round the foot of the eminence, gave, by its opposition, a feeble voice 
of murmur to the placid and elsewhere silent streamlet 



WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. 
Bom 18U— Died 1863. 



COLONEL NEWCOME AT THE GREYFRIARS. 

1, We oldsters, be we ever so old, become boys again as we look 
at that familia>r old tomb, and tYvvwV. V\o^ >iXi^ ^^\» w^ ^\«t<^^&fiSA 
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we were here, and how the doctor — not the present doctor, the doctor 
of our time — used to sit yonder, and his awful eye used to frighten 
us shuddering boys on whom it lighted ; and how the boy next us 
wovM kick our shins during service time, and how the monitor would 
cane us afterwards because our shins were kicked. 

2. Yonder sit forty cherry-cheeked boys, thinking about home and 
holidays to-morrow. Yonder sit some threescore old gentlemen pen- 
sioners of the hospital, listening to the prayers and the psalms. You 
hear them coughing feebly in the twilight — the old reverend black- 
gowns. Is Codd Ajax alive, you wonder 1 — the Cistercian lads called 
these old gentlemen Codds, I know not wherefore — I know not 
wherefore — but is old Codd Ajax alive, I wonder ? or Codd Soldier ] 
or kind old Codd Gentleman 1 or has the grave closed over them 1 

3. A plenty of candles light up this chapel, and this scene of age 
and youth, and early memories, and pompous death. How solemn 
the well-remembered prayers are, here uttered again in the place 
where in childhood we used to hear them ! How beautiful and 
decorous the rite, how noble the ancient words of the supplications 
which the priest utters, and to which generations of fresh children 
and troops of bygone seniors have cried Amen ! under those arches. 
The service for Founder's-Day is a special one, one of the psalms 
selected being the thirty-seventh, and we hear — 

23. ''The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord : and he delighteth 
iu his way. 

24. "Though he fall, he shall not be utterly cast down : for the Lord up- 
holdeth him with his hand. 

25. "I have been young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the 
righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread." 

4 As we came to this verse I chanced to look up from my book 
towards the swarm of black-coated pensioners, and amongst them — 
amongst them — sat Thomas Newcome. 

5. His dear old head was bent down over his prayer-book ; there 
was no mistaking him. He wore the black gown of the pensioners 
of the Hospital of Gcreyfriars. His Order of the Bath was on his 
breast. He stood there amongst the poor brethren uttering the 
responses to the psalm. The steps of this good man had been ordered 
hither by Heaven's decree : to this almshouse ! Here it was ordained 
that a life all love, and kindness, and honour, should end ! I heard 
no more of prayers, and psalms, and sermon after that. How dared 
I to be in a place of mark, and be, Yie ^ond-er a.\asyci%\Jckft v^'^'^ ^^^^ 
pardon, you noble soul 1 I ask iorg^^fcneea oi ^oxi. l^"^ \3««^'^ '^ ^ 
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world that has so treated you — ^you my better, you the honest, and 
gentle, and good ! I thought the service would never end, or the 
organist's voluntaries, or the preacher's homily. 

6. The organ played us out of the chapel at length, and I waited 
in the ante-chapel until the pensioners took their turn to quit it 
My dear, dear old friend ! I ran to him with a warmth and eager- 
ness of recognition which no doubt showed themselves in my face 
and accents as my heart was moved at the sight of him. His own 
wan face flushed up when he saw me, and his hand shook in mine. 
" I have found a home, Arthur," said he. " Don't you remember, 
before I went to India, when we came to see the old Greyfriars, and 
visited Captain Scarsdale in his room 1 — a poor brother like me, an 
old Peninsular man. Scarsdale is gone now, sir, and is where the 
* wicked cease from troubling and the weary are at rest;' and I 
thought then, when we saw him, here would be a place for an old 
fellow when his career was over, to hang his sword up ; to humble 
his soul, and to wait thankfully for the end, Arthur. 

7. " My good friend, Lord H., who is a Cistercian like ourselves, 
and has just been appointed a governor, gave me his first nomination. 
Don't be agitated, Arthur, my boy ; I am very happy. I have good 
quarters, good food, good light and fire, and good friends ; blessed be 
God ! My dear, kind young friend, my boy's friend, you have always 
been so, sir, and I take it uncommonly kind of you, and I thank God 
for you, sir. Why, sir, I am as happy as the day is long." He 
uttered words to this effect as we walked through the courts of the 
buildings towards his room, which in truth I found neat and com- 
fortable, with a brisk fire crackling on the hearth, a little tea-table 
laid out, a Bible and spectacles by the side of it, and over the mantel- 
piece a drawing of his grandson by Clive. 

8. " You may come and see me here, sir, whenever you like, and 
so may your dear wife and little ones, tell Laura, with my love ; but 
you must not stay now. You must go back to your dinner." In 
vain I pleaded that I had no stomach for it. He gave me a look 
which seemed to say he desired to be alone, and I had to respect that 
order and leave him. 

The J^ewcames, 
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CHARLES DICKENS. 

Bom 1812— Died 1870. 



THE DEATH OF LITTLE NELL. 

1. They moved so gently that their footsteps made no noise ; bat 
there were sobs from among the group, and sounds of grief and 
mourning. 

2. For she was dead. There upon her little bed she lay at rest 
The solemn stillness was no marvel now. 

3. She was dead. No sleep so beautiful and calm, so free fr9m 
trace of pain, so fair to look upon. She seemed a creature fresh from 
the hand of God, and waiting for the breath of life ; not one who had 
lived and suffered death. 

4 Her couch was dressed with here and there some winter berries 
and green leaves, gathered in a spot she had been used to favour. 
" When I die put near me something that has loved the light and 
had the sky above it always.** Those were her words. 

5. She was dead. Dear, gentle, patient, noble Nell was dead. 
Her little bird — a poor slight thing the pressure of a finger would 
have crushed — was stirring nimbly in its cage, and the strong heart 
of its child mistress was mute and motionless for ever. 

6. Where were the traces of her early cares, her sufferings, and 
fatigues 1 All gone. Sorrow was dead indeed in her, but peace and 
perfect happiness were bom ; imaged in her tranquil beauty and 
profound repose. 

7. And still her former self lay there, unaltered in this change. 
Yes. The old fireside had smiled upon that same sweet face ; it had 
passed like a dream through haunts of misery and care ; at the door 
of the poor schoolmaster on the summer evening, before the furnace 
fire upon the cold wet night, at the still bed-side of the dying boy, 
there had been the same mild lovely look. So shall we know the 
aDgels in their majesty, after death. 

Old Curioaity Shop, 



GEOItaE ELIOT (NLAHIAN EVANS). 

Bom 1819— Died 1880. 



BOY AND GIEL. 

1. It was one of their happy mornings. They trottwL ^<:stL% vsaS^ 
sat down together, with no thought t\ia.t\\i^N?a\x\^ «^«t ^^a^^^sssi.^0L 
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for them : they would only get bigger and not go to school, and it 
would always be like the holidays ; they would always live together 
and be fond of each other. And the mill with its booming — the 
great chestnut-tree under which they played at houses — their own 
little river, the Eipple, where the banks seemed like home, and Tom 
was always seeing the water-rats, while Maggie gathered the purple 
plumy tops of the reeds, which she forgot and dropped afterwards- 
above all, the great Floss, along which they wandered with a sense 
of travel, to see the rushing spring-tide, the awful Eagre, come up 
like a hungry monster, or to see the Great Ash which had once 
wailed and groaned like a man — these things would always be just 
the same to thenL Tom thought people were at a disadvantage who 
lived on any other spot of the globe ; and Maggie, when she read 
about Christiana passing " the river over which there is no bridge," 
always saw the Floss between the green pastures by the Great Ash. 

2. Life did change for Tom and Maggie, and yet they were not 
wrong in believing that the thoughts and loves of these first years 
would always make part of their lives. We could never have loved 
the earth so well if we had had no childhood on it — if it were not the 
earth where the same flowers come up again every spring that we 
used to gather with our tiny fingers as we sat lisping to ourselves on 
the grass — ^the same hips and haws on the autumn hedgerows — the 
same redbreasts that we used to call " God's birds," because they did 
no harm to the precious crops. What novelty is worth that sweet 
monotony where everything is known, and loved because it is known? 

3. The wood I walk in on this mild May day, with the young 
yellow-brown foliage of the oaks between me and the blue sky, the 
white star-flowers and the blue-eyed speedwell and the ground ivy at 
my feet — what grove of tropic palms, what strange ferns or splendid 
broad-petalled blossoms, could ever thrill such deep and delicate 
fibres within me as this home-scene ? 

4. These familiar flowers, these well-remembered bird-notes, this 
sky, with its fitful brightness, these furrowed and grassy fields, each 
with a sort of personality given to it by the capricious hedgerows — 
such things as these are the mother tongue of our imagination, the 
language that is laden with all the subtle inextricable associations the 
fleeting hours of our childhood left behind them. Our delight in the 
sunshine on the deep-bladed grass to-day might be no more than the 
faint perception of wearied souls, if it were not for the sunshine and 
the grasa in the far-off years which still live in us, and transform our 

perception into love. 
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BOBEBT LOUIS STEVENSON. 

Bom 1860— Died 1894. 



THE WRECK OF THE SCHOONER 

1. Suddenly, out in the black night before us, and not two hundred 
yards away, we heard, at a moment when the wind was silent, the 
clear note of a human voice. Instantly the wind swept howling 
down upon the Head ; and the Roost ^ bellowed, and churned, and 
danced with a new fury. But we had heard the sound, and we 
knew, with agony, that this was the doomed ship now close on ruin, 
and that what we had heard was the voice of her master issuing his 
last command. 

2. Crouching together on the edge, we waited, straining every 
sense, for the inevitable end. It was long, however, and to us it 
seemed like ages, ere the schooner suddenly appeared for one brief 
instant, relieved against a tower of glimmering foam. I still see her 
reefed mainsail flapping loose, as the boom fell heavily across the 
deck ; I still see the black outline of the hull, and still think I can 
distinguish the figure of a man stretched upon the tiller. Yet the 
whole sight we had of her passed swifter than lightning ; the very 
wave that disclosed her fell burying her for ever ; the mingled cry 
of many voices at the point of death rose and was quenched in the 
roaring of the Merry Men.2 

3. And with that the tragedy was at an end. The strong ship 
with all her gear, and the lamp perhaps still burning in the cabin, 
the lives of so many men, precious surely to others, dear, at least, as 
heaven to themselves, had all, in that one moment, gone down into 
the surging waters. They were gone like a dream. And the wind 
still ran and shouted, and the senseless waters in the Roost still 
leaped and tumbled as before. 

4. How long we lay there together, we three, speechless and 
motionless, is more than I can tell, but it must have been for long. 
At length, one by one and almost mechanically, we crawled back 
into the shelter of the bank. As I lay against the parapet, wholly 
wretched and not entirely master of my mind, I could hear my kins- 
man maundering to himself in an altered and melancholy mood. 
Now he would repeat to himself with maudlin iteration,^ " Sic a fecht 

1 The Boost, waves caused by the meet- 1 2 Merry Men, tooka <av(^s&sw%\st<»a»sc^ 
ing of two onrrents. \ ^l&BbUQiViXiVXAX^XX^'&^^dcst^^^^^ 
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as they bad-Huc a sair fecht as they had, puir lads, pair lads ! " and 
anon he would bewail that " a' the gear was as gude's tint,**^ because 
the ship had gone down among the Merry Men instead of stranding 
on the shore ; and throughout, the name — the Christ-Amui — ^would 
oome and go in his divagations,^ pronounced with shuddering awe. 

6. The storm all this time was rapidly abating. In half-an-hour 
the wind had fallen to a breeze, and the change was accompanied or 
causei by a heavy, cold, and plumping rain. I must then have fallen 
asleep, and when I came to myself, drenched, stiff, and unrefreshed, 
day had already broken, gray, wet, discomfortable day; the wind 
blew in faint and shifting capfuls, the tide was out, the Boost was at 
its lowest, and only the strong beating surf round all the coasts of 
Aros remained to witness of the furies of the night. 



THE LAND OF STOEY-BOOKS. 

1. At evening when the lamp is lit. 
Around the fire my parents sit ; 
They sit at home, and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 

2. Now, with my little gun, I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall, 
And follow round the sofa track 
Away behind the sofa back. 

3. There, in the night, where none can spy. 
All in my hunter's camp I lie. 

And play at books that I have read. 
Till it is time to go to bed. 

4. There are the hills, there are the woods, 
There are my starry solitudes ; 

And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

5. I see the others far away 

As if in firelit camp they lay, 
And I, like to an Indian scout. 
Around their party prowled about. 



1 Tint, lost ^ IA"7a>%«X\w»,'w%xAwftxk.v. 
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6. So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 
And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of story-books. 



CHARLES LAMB. 

Bom 1776— Died 1834. 



DKEAM CHILDKEN. 

1. Children love to listen to stories about their elders, when they 
were children ; to stretch their imagination to the conception of a 
traditionary great-uncle, or grandame, whom they never saw. 

2. It was in this spirit that my little ones crept about me the 
other evening to hear about their great-grandmother Field, who lived 
in a great house in Norfolk (a hundred times bigger than that in 
which they and papa lived), which had been the scene — so at least 
it was generally believed in that part of the country — of the tragic 
incidents which they had lately become familiar with from the 
ballad of the Children in the Wood. 

3. Certain it is that the whole story of the children and their 
cruel uncle was to be seen fairly carved out in wood upon the 
chimney-piece of the great hall, the whole story down to the robin 
redbreasts; till a foolish rich person pulled it down to set up a 
marble one of modem invention in its stead, with no story upon it. 
Here Alice put out one of her dear mother's looks, too tender to be 
called upbraidings. 

4. Then I went on to say, how religious and how good their great- 
grandmother Field was, how beloved and respected by everybody, 
though she was not indeed the mistress of this great house, but had 
only the charge of it (and yet in some respects she might be said to 
be the mistress of it too) committed to her by the owner, who pre- 
ferred living in a newer and more fashionable mansion, which he 
had purchased somewhere in the adjoining county ; but still she 
lived in it in a manner as if it had been her own, and kept up the 
dignity of the great house in a sort while she lived, which after- 
wards came to decay, and was nearly pulled down, and all its old 
ornaments stripped and carried away to the owner's other housei 
where they were set up, and looked aa awtw«uxd ^& ^ ^^ts^^ ^s^^^^si*^ 
to carry awa' *he old tom\» tlaey "haA a^eii \aX^^ ^ *Oafe fe^Sa«s^^^ 
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stick them up in Lady C 's tawdry gilt drawing-room. Here 

John smiled, as much as to say, " That would be foolish indeed." 

6. And then I told how, when she came to die, her funeral was 
attended by a concourse of all the poor, and some of the gentry too, 
of the neighbourhood for many miles round, to show their respect 
for her memory, because she had been such a good and religious 
woman ; so good indeed that she knew all the Psaltery by heart, ay, 
and a great part of the Testament besides. 



THOMAS BABINGTON, LOBD AIACAULAY. 
Bom 1800— Died 1869. 



WESTMINSTER HALL— TRIAL OF WARREN HASTINGS. 

1. The place was worthy of such a trial. It was the great hall of 
William Rufus, the hall which had resounded with acclamations at 
the inauguration of thirty kings, the hall which had witnessed the 
just sentence of Bacon and the just absolution of Somers,^ the haU 
where the eloquence of Strafford had for a moment awed and melted 
a victorious party inflamed with just resentment, the haJl where 
Charles had confronted the High Court of Justice with the placid 
courage which has half redeemed his fame. 

2. Neither military nor civil pomp was wanting. The avennes 
were lined with grenadiers. The peers, robed in gold and ermine, 
were marshalled by the heralds \mder Garter King-at-arms.^ The 
judges, in their vestments of state, attended to give advice on points 
of law. Near a hundred and seventy lords, three-fourths of the 
Upper House, as the Upper House then was, walked in solemn order 
from their usual place of assembling to the tribunal. The junior 
baron present led the way — George Eliott, Lord Heathfield, recently 
ennobled for his memorable defence of Gibraltar against the fleets 
and armies of France and Spain. The long procession was closed by 
the Duke of Norfolk, Earl-Marshal of the realm, by the great digni- 
taries, and by the brothers and sons of the king. Last of all came 
the Prince of Wales, conspicuous by his fine person and noble bearing. 

3. The gray old walls were hung with scarlet. The long galleries 

1 Somen, John, Lord (1652-1716), was I was acquitted. 
Lord Chancellor in 1697. In 1701 he was 2 Garter King-at-arms, properiy, G«r- 
cb&rged with illegal practices, along mt\i\Uit'Kixi%-ot-vnna^ the chief henldie < 
Lorda Portland, Orf onl, and Halifax. TYie \ Va "attg\MA. 
two HotuM differed about hii trial, and \i« \ 
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were crowded by an audience such as has rarely excited the fears or 
the emulation of an orator. There were gathered together from all 
parts of a great, free, enlightened, and prosperous empire grace and 
female loveliness, wit and learning, the representatives of every 
science and of every art. There were seated round the queen the 
fair-haired young daughters of the House of Brunswick. There the 
ambassadors of great kings and commonwealths gazed with admira- 
tion on a spectacle which no other country in the world could present. 
There Siddons, in the prime of her majestic beauty, looked with 
emotion on a scene surpassing all the imitations of the stage. There 
the historian of the Eoman Empire thought of the days when Cicero^ 
pleaded the cause of Sicily against Yerres, and when, before a senate 
which still retained some show of freedom, Tacitus ^ thundered against 
the oppressor of Africa. There were seen side by side the greatest 
painter and the greatest scholar of the age. 

4. The spectacle had allured Eeynolds^ from that easel which has 
preserved to us the thoughtful foreheads of so many writers and 
statesmen, and the sweet smiles of so many noble matrons. It had 
induced Parr* to suspend his labours in that dark and profound mine 
from which he had extracted a vast treasure of erudition, a treasure 
too often buried in the earth, too often paraded with injudicious and 
inelegant ostentation, but still precious, massive, and splendid. 



THOMAS CARLYLE. 

Bom 1796— Died 1881. 



BURNS. 

The chief quality of Bums is the sincerity of him. So in his 
Poetry, so in his Life. The Song he sings is not of fantasticalities ;^ 
it is of a thing felt, really there ; the prime merit of this, as of all 
in him, and of his Life generally, is truth. The Life of Bums is 
what we may call a great tragic sincerity. A sort of savage sin- 
cerity, — ^not cmel, far from that; but wild, wrestling, naked with 
the truth of things. In that sense, there is something of the savage 
in all great men. 



1 Gloero, the greatest of the Koman 
orators (106-43 b.c.). 

2 Taoitns, a great Boman historian 



trait-painter (1723-17»2). 

4 Parr, Samuel, an emineni clla«9&<a&. 
acVioVax (.n^fe A%%Y 



S Rejraolda, Sir Joshua, a famous poi- \ 5 Ywk%MX\oaa\\\Vi,TastwKi>^R^. 
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MY OWN FOUR WALLS. 

[Froude says of this : — " The only poem perhaps that Carlyle ever wrote 
which is really characteristic of him."] 

1. The storm and wind is on the waste, 

Wild through the wind the huntsman caUs^ 
As fast on willing nag I haste 
Home to my own four walk. 

2. Black tossing clouds with scarce a glimmer 

Envelop earth like sevenfold palls ; 
But wifekin watches, coffee-pot doth simmer, 
Home in my own four walls. 

3. A home and wife I too have got, 

A hearth to blaze whatever befalls ; 
What needs a man that I have not 
Within my own four walls ? 

4. King George has palaces of pride, 

And armed grooms must ward those halls ; 
With one stout bolt I safe abide 
Within my own four walls. 

5. Not all his men may sever this, 

It yields to friends', not monarchs' calls ; 
My whinstone house my castle is — 
I have my own four walls. 

6. When fools or knaves do make a rout 

With gigmen, dinnera, balls, cabals,^ 
I turn my back and shut them out — 
These are my own four walls. 

7. The moorland house, though rude it be. 

May stand the brunt when prouder falls ; 
'Twill screen my wife, my books, and me, 
All in my own four walls. 

1 Oa\>a\a, aectel «oc\QMeA. 
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[oBAP. xzYui.] QEORQE GORDON, LORD BTRON. 
Bom 1788— Died 1824. 



LOCH-NA-GARR. 

1. Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses ! 

In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 
Restore me the rocks where the snow-flake reposes, 

Though still they are sacred to freedom and love : 
Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains, 

Round their white summits though elements war ; 
Though cataracts foam 'stead of smooth-flowing fountains, 

I sigh for the valley of dark Loch-na-Garr. 

2. Ah ! there my young footsteps in infancy wandered ; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid ; 
On chieftains long perished my memory pondered. 

As daily I strode through the pine-covered glade ; 
I sought not my home till the day's dying glory 

Gave place to the rays of the bright polar star ; 
For fancy was cheered by traditional story, 

Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch-na-Garr. 

3." Shades of the dead ! have I not heard your voices 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale? *' 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 

And rides on the wind, o'er his own Highland vale. 
Round Loch-na-Garr while the stormy mist gathers. 

Winter presides in his cold icy car : 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers ; 

They dwell in the tempests of dark Loch-na-Garr. 

4" Ill-starred, though brave, did no visions foreboding 

Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause 1 " 
Ah ! were you destined to die at Culloden, 

Victory crowned not your fall with applause : 
Still were you happy in death's earthly slumber, 

You rest with your clan in the caves of Braemar; 
The pibroch resounds, to the p\pet'^\o\v.^\ia2BiQ«t^ 

Your deeds on the echoea oi daiV\iw3![ir'ti»rCk«rc. 
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6. Yearc have rolled on, Locli-na-Garr, since I lett you, 

Years most elapse ere I tread you again : 
Nature of verdure and flowers has bereft you, 

Yet still are you dearer than Albion's plain. 
England ! thy beauties are tame and domestic 

To one who has roved o'er the mountains afar: 
Oh for the crags that are wild and majestic, 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch-na-Garr ! 



REMEMBRANCE. 

T\b done ! — I saw it in my dreams; 

No more with Hope the future beams ; 
My days of happiness are few : 

Chilled by misfortune's wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast ; 
Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu I 
Would I could add Remembrance too ! 



FERC7 BY88HE 8HELLE7. 

Bom 1792— Died 1822. 



TO A SKYLARK 

1. Hail to thee, blithe spirit ! 

Bird thou never wert. 
That from heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of impremeditated^ art. 

2. Higher still, and higher, 

From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire ; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

3. The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 

1 D^pr8XiMditat«d«no%ikLQQi^\^\M!t<»kunA. 
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like a star of heaven, 
In the broad day-light 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight. 

4. What thou art we know not; 

What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see, 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 

5. Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought. 
Singing hynms imbidden, 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not : 

6. Like a high-born maiden 

In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower ; 

7. Like a glow-worm golden. 

In a dell of dew, 
Scattering imbeholden 
Its atrial hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view 

8. Like a rose embowered 

In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflowered. 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy- winged thieves.i 

9. Teach us, 'sprite or bird, iBpirit, 

What sweet thoughts are thine : 
I have never heai'd 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

1 ThB»e beavy^wingSA thieves, the irtnda^lsAwk '«V>fiQ. ^^Varitfs^ v^^ws^^-^f^ 
Uujr^re Mtohn iSrom the roM. *>^ 
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IOl We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not : 
Oar sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught ; 
Oar sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought 

11. Better than all measores 

Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of the ground 1^ 

12. Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness^ 
From my lips would flow, 
The world should listen then, as I am listening now 



JOHN KEATS. 
Bom 1796— Died 182L 



MY DOVE. 

I had a dove, and the sweet dove died ; 

And I have thought it died of grieving: 
Oh, what could it grieve for? Its feet were tied 

With a silken thread of my own hands' weaving. 
Sweet little red feet ! why should you die? 
Why would you leave me, sweet bird! why? 
You lived alone in the forest tree : 
Why, pretty thing! would you not live with me? 
I kissed you oft, and gave you white peas; 
Why not live sweetly, as in the green trees? 

1 Thou aoomer of the ground. The I 2 Harmonloiu m a iliift M . wild uid • 
•kyUrk oeatea to dng m toon M it hM lirioni long. 
toiioh«d the ground. 
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JAHE8 HENRY LEIGH HUNT. 

Bom 1784— Died 1869. 



LILIES. 



1. We are lilies fair, 

The flower of virgin light ; 
Nature held us forth and said, 
** Lo, my thoughts of white ! " 

2. Ever since then, angels 

Hold us in their hands ; 
You may see them where they take 
In pictures their sweet stands. 

3. Like the garden's angels 

Likewise do we seem ; 
And not the less for being crowned 
With a golden dream. 

4. Could you see around us 

The 'enamoured air, ickarmed. 

You would see it pale with bliss 
To hold a thing so fair. 



THOMAS CAMPBELL. 

Bom 1777— Bled 18M. 



LOED ULLIN'S DAUGHTER 

1. A chieftain, to the Highlands bound, 
Cries, " Boatman, do not tarry ! 
And ril give thee a silver poimd, 
To row us o*er the ferry." 

2." Now, who be ye would cross Loch Qj\e,^ 
This dark and stormy water 1 *' 
" Oh ! Tm the chief of Ulva's2 Isle, 
And this, Lord UUin's daughter. 



1 Look OyU, Loch Qoil, in Argyle- \ 1 TJVra, «. %mfla\ Ns^bsA \xv SSaa ^«*«re. 
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3." And fast before her father's men 
Three days we've fled together; 
For should he find us in the glen, 
My blood would stain the heavier. 

4." His horsemen hard behind us ride ; 
Should they our steps discover, 
Then who will cheer my bonny bridq 
When they have slain her lover ? " 

6. Out spoke the hardy Highland wight, 

" I'll go, my chief — I'm ready : 

It is not for your silver bright, 

But for your winsome lady : 

6." And, by my word ! the bonny bird 
In danger shaU not tarry ; 
So, though the waves are raging white. 
I'll row you o'er the ferry." 

7. By this the storm grew loud apace. 

The water- wraith was shrieking ; Iwater-spirU 

And in the scowl of heaven, each face 
Grew dark as they were speaking. 

8. But still, as wilder blew the wind, 

And as the night grew drearer, 
Adown the glen rode arm^d men, 
Their trampling soimded nearer. 

9." O haste thee, haste ! " the lady cries, 
" Though tempests round us gather ; 
I'll meet the raging of the skies, 
But not an angry father ! " 

10. The boat has left a stormy land, 
A stormy sea before her, — 
When, oh ! too strong for human hand, 
The tempest gathered o'er her. 

lie And still they rowed am\^\. VV^fc xoax 
Of waters fast pT«^va.\\\xi%\ 
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Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore, — 
His wrath was changed to wailiDg. 

12. For, sore dismayed, through storm and shade 
His child he did discover ; 
One lovely hand she stretched for aid, 
And one was round her lover. 

13." Come back ! come back ! " he cried in grief, 
" Across this stormy water ; 
And m forgive your Highland chief, 
My daughter ! oh, my daughter ! " — 

14. 'Twas vain : the loud waves lashed the shore, 
Betum or aid preventing ; 
The waters wild went o'er his child. 
And he was left lamenting. 



FELICIA DOROTHEA HEMANS. 
Bom 17M-Died 1830. 



TYROLESE EVENING HYMN. 

1. Come to the sunset tree ! 

The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe lies free, 
And the reaper's work is done. 

2. The twilight star to heaven, 

And the summer dew to flowers. 
And rest to us is given 

By the cool soft evening hours. 

3. Sweet is the hour of rest I 

Pleasant the wind's low sigh. 
And the gleaming of the ^eat^ 
And the turf wYieTftoxi ^^'^^ \ 
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4. When the burden and the heat 

Of labour's task are o'er, 
And kindly voices greet 
The tired one at his door. 

5. Come to the sonset tree ! 

The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe lies free, 
And the rea^pes'B work is dona 

6. Yes, tuneful is the sound 

That dwells in whispering boughs. 
Welcome the freshness round, 
And the gale that fans our brows; 

7. But rest more sweet and still 

Than ever nightfall gave, 
Our yearning hearts shall fill 
In the world beyond the grave. 

8. There shall no tempest blow. 

No scorching noon-tide heat ; 
There shall be no more snow. 
No weary, wandering feet. 

9. So we lift our trusting eyes 

From the hills our fathers trod, 
To the quiet of the skies, 
To the Sabbath of our God. 



THOMAS HOOD. 

Bom 179S— Died 184S. 



I EEMEMBER, I EEMEMBER 

1. I remember, I remember, 

The house where I was bom, 

The little window where the sun 
Came peeping in at mom. 

He never came a wink too eoon, 
Nor brought too louft ^ ^M *• 
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But now I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath away I 

2. I remember, I remember, 

The roses red and white ; 
The violets and the lily-cups, 

Those flowers made of light I 
The lilacs where the robin built, 

And where my brother set 
The laburnum on his birth-day — 

The tree is living yet 1 

3. I remember, I remember. 

Where I was used to swing ; 
And thought the air must rush as fresh 

To swallows on the wing : 
My spirit flew in feathers then, 

That is so heavy now, — 
And summer pools could hardly cool 

The fever on my brow ! 

4. I remember, I remember. 

The fir-trees dark and high ; 
I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky : 
It was a childish ignorance ; 

But now 'tis little joy 
To know I'm further ofi" from heaven 

Than when I was a boy. 



THOMAS MOORE. 

Bom 1779— Died 1862. 



MY GARDEN. 

1. I have a garden of my own, 

Shining with flowers of every hue ; 
I loved it dearly while alone, 

But I shall love it more with you ; 
And there the golden bees aVvaAV cwvsi'fe 
In summer-time at\>Teai^ oi txvot\i^ 
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And wake ns with their busy hmn 
Around the Siha's fragrant thorn. 

2. I have a fawn from Aden's land, 

On leafy buds and berries nurst; 
And you shall feed him from your hand, 

Though he may start with fear at first 
And I will lead you where he lies 

For shelter in the noon-tide heat ; 
And you may touch his sleeping eyes, 

And feel his little silvery feet. 



HABTLET COLEBIDaR 

Bom 1796— Died 1849. 



TO AN INFANT. 

1. Fain would I dive to find my infant self 

In the unfathomed ocean of the past ; 
I can but find a sun-burnt prattling elf, 
A forward urchin of four years at least. 

2. The prettiest speech — 'tis in my mind engrained — 

That first awaked me from my baby-hood ; 
'Twas a grave saw afifectionately feigned — 
" We'll love you, little master, — if you're good." 

3. Sweet babe, thou art not yet or good or bad, 

Yet God is round thee, in thee, and above thee ; 
We love because we love thee, little lad. 
And pray thou ma/st be good — ^because we love thee. 



CHARLES KINQSLE7. 
Bom 1819— Died 1876. 



IN AN ALBUM. 

1. My fairest child, I have no song to give you ; 
No lark could pipe to skies so dull and gray ; 
Yet, ere we part, one lesson I can leave you 
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8. Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever; 
Do noble things, not dream them all day long, 
And so make life, death, and that vast for-ever. 
One grand sweet song. 



THE KNIGHTS LEAP. 

l/'So the foemen have fired the gate, men of mine ; 
And the water is spent and gone 1 
Then bring me a cup of the red Ahr wine — 
I never shall drink but this one. 

2. ''And reach me my harness, and saddle my horse. 
And lead him me round to the door : 
He must take such a leap to-night perforce 
As horse never took before. 

3. " I have fought my fight, I have lived my life, 
I have drank my share of wine ; 
From Trier to Coln^ there was never a knight 
Led a merrier life than mine. 

4. *' I have lived by the saddle for years twoscore ; 
And if I must die on tree — 
Why the old saddle-tree which has borne me of yore 
Is the properest timber for me. 

5. "So now to show bishop, and burgher, and priest, 
How the Altenahr hawk must die : 
If they smoke the old falcon out of his nest^ 
He must take to his wings and fly." 

6. He harnessed himself by the clear moonshine. 

And he mounted his horse at the door ; 
And he drained such a cup of the red Ahr wine 
As man never drained before. 

7. He spurred the old horse, and he held him tight. 

And he leapt him out over the wall ; 
Out over the cliff, out into the night. 
Three hundred feet of fall. 

1 Trier. .Ooln, ciUea iiilLYi«Ti\&\i'^T\xBs\v 
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8L nej found bim next mining below in the glen. 
With nerer a bone in him whole ; — 
A nuMB or a prajer now, good gentkmai. 
For sodi a bold rider's sool ! 



THE LOST DOLL. 
(The song song to the water-babies by Mrs. Do-aa-yoa-woold-be-doiie-' 

1. I once had a sweet little doll, dears, 

The prettiest doll in the world ; 
Her cheeks were so red and so white, dears. 

And her hair was so charmingly corled. 
Bat I lost my poor little doll, dears, 

As I played in the heath one day ; 
And I cried for more than a week, dears, 

But I never could find where she lay. 

2. I found my poor little doll, dears. 

As I played in the heath one day : 
Folks say she is terribly changed, deans, 

For her paint is all washed away ; 
And her arm trodden off by the cows, dears, 

And her hair not the least bit curled ; 
Fet for old sake's sake she is still, dears. 

The prettiest doll in the world. 



WILLIAM ALLINGHAM. 

Bom 1828— Died 1889. 



THE FAIRIES. 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We daren't go a-hunting, 

For fear of little men : 
Wee folk, good folk, 

Trooping all together ; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owYa leaAXvet V 
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2. Down along the rocky shore 

Some make their home, 
They live on crispy pancakes 

Of yellow tide-foam ; 
Some in the reeds 

Of the black mountain-lake, 
With frogs for their watch-dogs, 

All night awaka 

3. High on the hill-top 

The old King sits ; 
He is now so old and gray 

He 's nigh lost his wits. 
With a bridge of white mist 

Columbkill he crosses, 
On his stately journeys 

From Slieveleague to Bosses ; 
Or going up with music 

On cold starry nights. 
To sup with the Queen 

Of the gay Northern Lights. 

4. They stole little Bridget 

For seven years long ; 
When she came down again, 

Her friends were all gone. 
They took her lightly back, 

Between the night and morrow. 
They thought that she was fast asleep, 

But she was dead with sorrow. 
They have kept her ever since 

Deep within the lake, 
On a bed of flag-leaves. 

Watching till she waka 

6. By the craggy hill-side. 

Through the mosses bare. 
They have planted thorn-trees, 

For pleasure, here and there. 
Is any man so daring 

As dig them up in spite, 
He shall find their ahati^^ \.\i<^TVA 

In liiB "bed at t\\^\k 
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6. Up the airy moantain, 

Down the rushy glen. 
We daren't go a-honting. 

For fear of little men : 
Wee folk, good folk. 

Trooping all together ; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl's feather 1 



THE FAIRY KING. 

High an ths kiUrtop 

The old King $U$; 
He is now to old and graif 

He» nigh lost hit wit*, 

1. The Fairy King was old, 

He met the Witch of the Wold; 
" Ah, lia, King !" quoth she, 
" Now thou art old like me," 
"Nay, Witch!" quoth he, 
" I am not old like thee." 

2. The King took off his crown, 
It almost bent him down ; 
His age was too great 

To carry such a weight, 
" Give it me !" she said, 
And clapt it on her head. 

3. Crown sank to ground; 

The Witch no more was found. 
Then sweet spring-songs were sung, 
The Fairy King grew young. 
His crown was made of flowers, 
He lived in woods and bowers. 



MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
Bom 1822— Died 188a 



THE FOESAKEN MERMAN. 
Come, dear cYuidxen, \«t \ia a^iray ; 
Down and away Wow \ 
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Now my brothers call from the bay, 
Now the great winds shoreward blow, 
Now the salt tides seaward flow ; 
Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away ! 
This way, this way ! 

Call her once before you go — 10 

Call once yet ! 

In a voice that she will know i 
" Margaret ! Margaret ! " 

Children's voices should be dear 

(Call once more) to a mother's ear ; 

Children's voices, wild with pain — 

Surely she will come again ? 

Call her once and come away ; 

This way, this way ! 
** Mother dear, we cannot stay ! 20 

The wild white horses foam and fret 

Margaret ! Margaret ! " 

Come, dear children, come away down ; 

Call no more ! 

One last look at the white- walled town. 

And the little gray church on the windy shore ; 

Then come down ! 

She will not come though you call all day ; 

Come away, come away ! 29 



ELIZABETH BABRETT BROWNINQ. 

Bom 1800— Died 1861. 



THE FORCED RECRUIT AT SOLFERINO.i 

1. In the ranks of the Austrian you found him, 
He died with his face to you all ; 
Yet bury him here where around him 
You honour your bravest that fall. 

1 SdU^rino, » village of Northern Italj. H«fe X\i^ KxjCBXxSawi ^«t^ ^^\^\fc^\s^ ' 
^ivBcb in 1869. 
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2. Venetian, fair-f eatored and slender, 

He lies shot to death in his yonth. 
With a smile on his lips, over-tender 
For any mere soldier's dead month. 

3. No stranger, and yet not a traitor, 

Though alien the doth on his breast ; 
Underneath it how seldom a greater 
Young heart has a shot sent to rest ! 

4. By your enemy tortured and goaded 

To march with them, stand in their file. 
His musket, see, never was loaded, 
He facing your guns with that smile ! 

5. As orphans yearn on to their mothers. 

He yearned to your patriot bands ; — 
" Let me die for our Italy, brothers, 
If not in your ranks, by your hands ! 

6. "Aim straightly, fire steady, spare me 
A ball in the body which may 
Deliver my heart here, and tear me 
This badge of the Austrian away ! " 

7. So thought he, so died he this morning. 

What then? many others have died. 
Ay, but easy for men to die scorning 
The death-stroke, who fought side by side — 

8. One tricolor floating above them ; 

Struck down 'mid triumphant acclaims 
Of an Italy rescued to love them 
And blazon the brass with their names. 

9. But he, without witness or honour. 

There, shamed in his country's regard, 

With the tyrants who march in upon her, 

Died faithful and passive — ^'twas hard. 

10. 'Twas sublime. In a cruel restriction 

Cut off from the 'guerdon of sons, [reioom 

With most filial obedieiicft, c^tl-^q^Xassi^ 
His soul kissed t\ie W^a ol\vet ^xm^ 
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11. That moves you ? Nay, grudge not to show it, 
While digging a grave lor him here : 
The others who died, says your poet, 
Have glory, — let him have a tear. 



aEOBGE MACDONALD. 
Bom 1824. 



LITTLE WHITE LILY. 

1. Little white Lily 
Sat by a stone. 
Drooping and waiting 
Till the sun shone. 
Little white Lily, 
Sunshine has fled ; 
Little white Lily 

Is lifting her head. 

2. Little white Lily 
Said, "It is good- 
Little white Lily's 
Clothing and food." 
Little white Lily, 
Drest like a bride ! 
Shining with whiteness^ 
And crowned beside I 

3. Little white Lily 
Droopeth with pain. 
Waiting and waiting 
For the wet rain. 
Little white Lily 
Holdeth her cup ; 
Eain is fast falling 
And filling it up. 

4. Little white Lily 
Said, " Good again. 
When I am tYiiroty 
To have nice ram; 
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Now I am ftronger. 
Now I am oool : 
Heat cannot bom me, 
Mj Yeins are so fnlL" 

5. Little white Lflj 
Smells very sweet ; 
On her head sonshine, 
Rain at her feet 
^ Thanks to the sonshine, 
Thanks to the rain ! 
Little white Lily 
Li happy again.' 



HENBY WADSWOBTH LONaFELLOW. 

Bom ia07— Died 1882. 



THE CHILDREN'S HOUR 

1. Between the dark and the daylight, 

When the night is beginning to lower, 
(^omes a pause in the day's occupations 
That is known as the children's hour, 

2. I hear in the chamber above me 

The patter of little feet, 
The sound of a door that is opened, 
And voices soft and sweet 

3. From my study I see in the lamplight. 

Descending the broad hall stair, 
Grave Alice, and laughing AUegra, 
And Edith with golden hair. 

4. A whisper, and then a silence : 

Yet I know by their merry eyes 
They are plotting and planning together 
To take me by surprise. 

A A sudden rush from ^^ a^aMrwvj^ 
A sudden raid irom ^<b Yi^\ 



\ 
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By three doors left unguarded 
They enter my castle walL 

6. They climb up into my turret, 

O'er the arms and back of my chair : 
If I try to escape, they surround me ; 
They seem to be everywhere. 

7. They almost devour me with kisses. 

Their arms about me entwine, 
Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen^ 
In his mouse-tower on the Ehine I 

8. Do you think, O blue-eyed 'banditti. 

Because you have scaled the wall. 
Such an old 'moustache as I am 
Is not a match for you all ? 

9. I have you fast in my fortress. 

And will not let you depart, 
But put you down into the dungeon 
In the round tower of my heart. 

10. And there will I keep you for ever, 
Yes, for ever and a day. 
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin. 
And moulder in dust away ! 



irdbben, 
itoldier. 



HOW HIAWATHA LEARNED HIS LESSONS. 

At the door on summer evenings 

Sat the little Hiawatha, 

Heard the whispering of the pine-trees. 

Heard the lapping of the water. 

Sounds of music, words of wonder : 
" Minne-wawa ! " said the pine-trees, 
" Madway-aushka ! " said the water. 

1 The Bishop of Bingen, etc. Bishop I charge. He invited them to his hom^ oa 
Hatto WM devoured hj mice (or rats) in I ptetonc«ol ^'^V3a%\Jj«Bawscik.\\s«S.'^^«tt.^ 
hli OMMOfi, M8 a pnnlshment for his cruelty \ ^f%a l\i!!l\i^ V>Ow!\^% ^swt ^^^^ vsX ^a» •w^ 
daring « /amlo* tn th« poor under hii\\;ki«\railA\ii«* vi 

aS8) 
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Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee, 

Flitting through the dusk of evening, 

With the twinkle of its candle 10 

Lighting up the brakes and btuahes ; 

And he sang the song of children. 

Sang the song Nokonus tanght him : 
" Wah-wah-taysee, little fire-fly, 

Little, flitting, white-fire creature, 

Light me with your little candle, 

Ere upon my bed I lay me. 

Ere in sleep I close my eyelids ! " 
Saw the moon rise from the water, 

Rippling, rounding from the water, 20 

Saw the flecks and shadows on it : 

Whispered, « What is that, Nokomis ? 

And the good Nokomis answered : 
" Once a warrior, very angry. 

Seized his grandmother, and threw her 

Up into the sky at midnight, 

Right against the moon he threw her ; 

Tis her body that you see there." 
Saw the rainbow in the heaven. 

In the eastern sky the rainbow : 90 

Whispered, " What is that Nokomis ? 

And the good Nokomis answered : 
" Tis the heaven of flowers you see there ; 

All the wild-flowers of the forest, 

All the lilies of the prairie. 

When on earth they fade and perish, 

Blossom in that heaven above us." 
When he heard the owls at midnight, 

Hooting, laughing in the forest : 
" What is that 1 " he cried, in terror ; 40 

" What is that," he said, " Nokomis'?" 

And the good Nokomis answered : 
" That is but the owl and owlet. 

Talking in their native language. 

Talking, scolding at each other." 
Then the little Hiawatha 

Learned oi every \>Vi^ \\a\aiv^"8J^^ \ 

Learned their names an^ «JX^«« ^ftct^Xar— 
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How they built their nests in summer, 

How they hid themselves in winter ; 60 

Talked with them whene'er he met them, 

Called them " Hiawatha's chickens." 

Of all beasts he learned the language ; 
Learned their names and all their secrets — 
How the beavers built their lodges, 
Where the squirrels hid their acorns. 
How the reindeer ran so swiftly, 
Why the rabbit waa so timid ; 
Talked with them whene'er he met them, 
Called them " Hiawatha's brothers." 60 



FRANCIS BBET HARTE. 

Bom 1839. 



A GREYPORT LEGEND. 

They ran through the streets of the seaport town. 
They peered from the decks of the ships that lay ; 
The cold sea-fog that came whitening down, 
Was never as cold or white as they. 

" Ho, Starbuck and Pinckney and Tenterden ! 
Run for your shallops, gather your men. 
Scatter your boats on the lower bay." 

Good cause for fear ! In the thick mid-day 
The hulk that lay by the rotting pier, 
Filled with the children in happy play. 
Parted its moorings and drifted clear, — 

Drifted clear beyond the reach or call, — 
Thirteen children they were in all, — 

All adrift in the lower bay ! 

Said a hard-faced skipper, " God help us all ! 
She will not float till the turning tide ! " 
Said his wife, " My darling will hear my call, 
Whether in sea or heaven she bide," 

And she lifted a quavering voice and hi^h.^ 
Wild and strange as a. aea.-\5V!c^^ cx^^ 
Till they shuddered and ^oxA«tfe\ ^\»Vct ^^^ 
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4 The fog drove down on each labouring crew, 
Veiled each from each and the sky and shore : 
There was not a sound but the breath they drew, 
And the lap of water and creak of oar; 

And they felt the breath of the downs, fresh blown 
O'er leagues of clover and cold gray stone, 
But not from the lips that had gone before. 

6. They come no more. But they tell the tale, 
That, when fogs are thick on the harbour reef, 
The mackerel fishers shorten sail ; 
For the signal they know will bring relief : 

For the voices of children, still at play 
In a phantom hulk that drifts alway 
Through channels whose waters never fail 

6. It is but a foolish shipman's tale, 
A theme for a poet's idle page ; 
But still, when the mists of doubt prevail. 
And we lie becalmed by the shores of Age, 

We hear from the misty troubled shore 
The voice of the children gone before. 
Drawing the soul to its anchorage. 



WALT WHITMAN. 
Bom 1819— Died 1892. 



ON THE DEATH OF PEESIDENT LINCOLN. 

1. Captain ! my Captain ! our fearful trip is done ; 
The ship has weathered every rock, the prize we sought is won ; 
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting. 
While follow eyes, the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring: 
But heart ! heart ! heart ! 
Oh the bleeding drops of red, 

Where on the deck my Captain lies 
Fallen cold and dead. 

2, O Ckptain ! my Captain I rise up aiid\i^ai ^}aft^o^\^a\ 
J^£ge up— for you the flag is flung— iox 7o\\^i^vfe\iw^^^:f^»^ 
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For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths — for you the shores a- 

crowding ; 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning : 
Here, Captain ! dear father ! 
This arm beneath your head ; 
It is some dream that on the deck 
You've fallen cold and dead. 

S, My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still; 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will ; 
The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed and done ; 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won : 
Exult, shores, and ring, O bells ! 
But I with mournful tread. 
Walk the deck my Captain lies 
Fallen cold and dead. 



OUVEB WENDELL HOLMEa 
Bom 1809— Died 18M. 



OLD IRONSIDES. 

1. Ay, tear her tattered ensign down ! 

Long has it waved on high. 
And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky ; 
Beneath it rung the battle shout. 

And burst the cannon's roar ; — 
The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more 1 

2. Her deck, once red with heroes* blood, 

Where knelt the vanquished foe, 
When winds were hurrying o'er the flood, 

And waves were white below. 
No more shall feel the victor's tread^ 

Or know the conquered knee ; — 
The harpies of the shore shall ^IxiAk 

The eagle of tlie aea\ 
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Oh, better that her shattered hoik 

Should sink beneath the ware ; 
Her thunders shook the migfatr deep^ 

And there should be her grave. 
Kail to the mast her hoij Hag, 

Set eYerr threadbare sail. 
And giTe her to the god of sbonoa, 

The lightning and the gale ! 



JAMES BUSSELL LOWELL. 
Bofiiisid-lMediraL 



THE FOUNTAIN. 

L Into the sunshine, 
FoU of the light, 
Leaping and flAahing 
Fi*om mom till night 1 

2. Into the moonlight, 

Whiter than snow, 
Waving, so flower-like, 
When the winds blow ! 

3. Into the starlight. 

Bushing in spray, 
Happy at midnight, 
Happy by day ! 

4. Ever in motion, 

Blithesome and cheery; 
Still climbing heavenward, 
Never aweary ; 

5. Glad of all weathers. 

Still seeming best. 

Upward or downward 

Motion thy rest ; 

6. Full o! a natvrce 

Nothing can tarsi^. 
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Changed every moment^ 
Ever the same ; 

7. Ceaseless aspiring, 

Ceaseless content, 
Darkness or sunshine 
Thy element ; 

8. Glorious fountain ! 

Let my heart be 
Fresh, changeful, constant, 
Upward like thee ! 



THE SINGING LEAVES. 

I. 
L" What fairings will ye that I bring?" 
Said the King to his daughters three ; 
** For I to Vanity Fair am boune : 
Now say, what shall they be 1" 

2. Then up and spake the eldest daughter. 

That lady tall and grand : 
** O, bring me pearls and diamonds great, 
And gold rings for my hand." 

3. Thereafter spake the second daughter, 

That was both white and red : 
" For me bring silks that will stand alone, 
And a gold comb for my head." 

4. Then came the turn of the least daughter, 

That was whiter than thistle-down, 
And among the gold of her blithesome hair 
Dim shone the golden crown r 

6/* There came a bird this morning 

And sang 'neath my bower eaves, 

Till I dreamed, as his music made me, 

* Ask thou for the SingiTi^licaN^^:"* 
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8. Then the brow of the King swelled crimson 

With a flush of angry scorn : 
** Well have ye spoken, my two eldest, 
And chosen as ye were bom ; 

7/' But she like a thing of peasant race, 
That is happy binding the sheaves I" 
Then he saw her dead mother in her face. 
And said, " Thou shalt have thy Leaves.' 

IL 

8 He mounted and rode three days and nights 
Till he came to Vanity Fair, 
And 'twas easy to buy the gems and the silk, 
But no Singing Leaves were there. 

9. Then deep in the greenwood rode he, 

And asked of every tree, 
" O, if you have ever a Singing Leaf, 
I pray you give it me !" 

10. But the trees all kept their counsel. 

And never a word said they. 
Only there sighed from the pine-tops 
A music of seas far away ; 

11. Only the pattering aspen 

Made a sound of growing rain. 
That fell ever faster and faster. 
Then faltered to silence again. 

12." O where shall I find a little foot-page, 
That would win both hose and shoon, 
And will bring to me the Singing Leaves 
If they grow under the moon ?" 

13. Then lightly turned him Walter the page, 
By the stirrup as he ran : 
** Now pledge ye me the trueaome word 
Of a king and gentleman, 

i 4.^ That you will give me tVie ^rst, first thing 
You meet at your castW^aX^, 
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And the Princess shall get the Singing Leaves, 
Or mine be a traitor's fate." 

16. The King's head dropt upon his breast 
A moment, as it might be : 
*' Twill be my dog," he thought, and said, 
« My faith I plight to thee." 

16. Then Walter took from next his heart 

A packet small and thin, 
" Now give you this to the Princess Anne, — 
The Singing Leaves are therein." 

IIL 

17. As the King rode in at his castle-gate^ 

A maiden to meet him ran. 
And '^ Welcome, father !" she laughed and cried 
Together, the Princess Anne. 

18.^ Lo, here the Singing Leaves," quoth he, 
" And woe I but they cost me dear." 
She took the packet, and the smile 
Deepened down beneath the tear. 

19. It deepened down till it reached her heart. 

And then gushed up again. 
And lighted her tears as the sudden sun 
Transfigures the summer rain. 

20. And the first leaf when it was opened 

Sang, " I am Walter the page. 
And the songs I sing 'neath thy window 
Are my only heritage." 

21. And the second leaf sang, " But in the land 

That is neither on earth nor sea. 
My lute and I are lords of more 
Than thrice this kingdom's fee." 

22. And the third leaf sang, " Be mine ! be mine !" 

And ever it sang, " Be mine !" 
Then sweeter it sang and ever sweeter^ 
And said, " I am tlame \ VXvVckfcX ^m^\^ 
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33L At the fint leaf she grew pale enoa^ 
At the second she tamed aside, 
At the third 'twas as if a lily fladied 
With a rose's red heart's tide. 

24.'^ Good counsel gave the bird," said she; 
" I have my hope thrice o'er, 
For they sing to my very heart," she saicl, 
" And it sings to ^em evermore." 

25. She brought to him her beauty and trath, 
Bat and broad earldoms three. 
And he made her queen of the broader lands 
He held of his lute in fee. 



WILLIAM OULLEN BBTANT. 
Bom 1791— Died 187& 



ROBERT OF LINCOLN. 

1. Merrily swinging on brier and weed, 

Near to the nest of his little dame. 
Over the mountain-side or mead, 
Robert of Lincoln is telling his name t 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,^ 
Spink, spank, spink ; 
Snug and safe is that nest of ours, 
Hidden among the summer flowers. 
Chee, chee, chee. 

2. Robert of Lincoln is gaily drest, 

Wearing a bright black wedding-coat 
White are his shoulders and white his crest 
Hear him call in his merry note : 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, spank, spink ; 
Look what a nice new coat of mine. 
Sure there was never a bird so fine. 
Chee, chee, chee. 

1 Sob-o*'Unk, the popular name ot tVvet\ce-\AT^VT».\Jcv*"S«^'^Ti^\A^'».\«i. 
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3w Robert of Lincoln's Quaker wife, 

Pretty and quiet, with plain brown wings, 
Passing at home a patient life, 
Broods in the grass while her husband sings : 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, spank, spink ; 
Brood, kind creature ; you need not fear 
Thieves and robbers, while I am here. 
Chee, chee, chee. 

4. Modest and shy as a nun is she. 
One weak chirp is her only note. 
Braggart, and prince of braggarts, is he, 
Pouring boasts from his little throat : 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, spank, spink ; 
Never was I afraid of man ; 
Catch me, cowardly knaves, if you can I 
Chee, chee, chee. 

6. Six white eggs on a bed of hay, 

Flecked with purple, a pretty sight I 
There as the mother sits all day, 
Eobert is singing with all his might : 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, spank, spink ; 
Nice good wife that never goes out, 
Keeping house while I frolic about, 
Chee, chee, chee. 

6. Soon as the little ones chip the shell. 

Six wide mouths are open for food : 
Robert of Lincoln bestirs him well. 
Gathering seeds for the hungry brood ' 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, spank, spink ; 
This new life is likely to be 
Hard, for a gay young fellow like me. 
Chee, chee, chee. 

7. Robert of Lincoln at len^lv ia tcl^^ 

Sober with -work, ^.n^ «^<eQX. V>5^ c»sfe \ 



2tt nxrsisjLnrE extkacisl 

& Off ■ ka kfj&iftT zunMBt Udy 
Ha^ f off^xscck that mcRT air : 
RcfbHT/ .link, lobHr/^iiik, 
Spink, qnnk, ipink; 
Xolrjd T kiMW bat mj mate and I 
Where our neat and our ncatliDgB Ii& 
Cdmii cucc^ cnac^ 

9. Summer wanes ; the cliildrai aie grown ; 
Fon and frolic no more he knows ; 
Robert of linot^'s a homdrnm crone ; 
Off he flies, and we sing as he goes : 
Bob^-link, bob-o'-link, 
Spink, qiank, ipink ; 
When joQ can i»pe that meny old stnin, 
Robert of lincoln, come back again. 
CSieey chee^ diee» 
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